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* f. Cleaveland Revived : 


ORATIONS, 
EPISTLES, 


And other of his Gennine 
Incomparable Pieces. 


With ſome other Exquiſite Remains of 
the moſt eminent Wits of both the Uni- 


verlities that were his Contemporaries, 


| This third Edition, befides many other 
. 
2 


neyer before publiſhe Additions, 1s en- 
riched with the Authors Midſum- 
mer-Moon, or Lunacy- 
Rampant. 


Being an Univerſicy CharaRer , a ſhore Survey of $ 
ome of the late Fellows of the Colledges, b» 


Now at laſt publiſkt from his Original 7 


pies, by tome of his incrulted Friends. 


Non norunt hec monument a mort, 


TIES IERWE—I—_ = Ie_—_  _  — - ——— 


London; Printed for Nathaniel Brook: at the ba 


LY 


Angel in Cornhill. 1662: 0 
| PEE EEE CEREEESE TELE? 


_—_  Y ” 46 " ow — _ l , 5 


, To the Diſcerning READER, 


Orthy Friend , there is a ſaying, 
| Once well done, and ever done : 
| the wiſeſt men have ſo confiderately ated 
| Intheir rimes,as by their learned Works,to 
| buildtheir own monuments, ſuch as mighe 
| eternizethem to furure Ages : our 7ohnſon 
named his, works, when others were called 
; Plgzes, rhough they coſt him much of the 
| Lampand Oy]; yer he ſo writ, as rooblige 
; Poſterity to admire them : our deceaſed 
Heroe, Mr. Cleave/and,knew how to differ- 

ence legitimate births from abortives , his 
mighty Genius anvilled out what he ſenr 
abroad.as his informedminde knew how to 
| diſtinguiſh berwixt writing much and well; 
a few of our deceaſed Poets pages bein 

worth cart-loads of the Scriblers of theſe 
times. It was my fortune to be in Newark, 
| where it was beſieged , where I ſaw ſome 
Manuſcripts of Mr. Cleavelands , amongſt 
others I have heard that he writ of che 
: Treaty at Uxbridge, as I have been inform- 
ed fince by a perſon I intruſted ro ſpeak 
with one of Mr. Cleavelands noble friends, 
A 3 who 


- *. To the Reader. 


who received him COUNCOufty,ARG ſatisfied | 
his Enquiries;as concerning the papers that ' 
were left in his cuſtody » more paxcic | 
of. the Treaty at Uxbridge, That it wg go F 
finiſhr, nor any of his other Papers ti or | - 
che Preſs. They were offered go the judici- | 
ous conſideration of one of the moſt ac- | | 
compliſhe perſons of our Age,he refuſing ro | | 
have chem in any further examination,as he | : 
did nox conceive that they could be pyb- | | 
liſhr without ſome injury ro Mr. Cleave- | 1 
lend; from which time they have remained | | 
ſealed, and lockt up : neither can I wonder | 1 
at this obſtruRion, when I conſider the di-. | « 
ſturbances our Author met with in the time | X 
of the Sicge , how ſcarce and bad the Pa- | ' 
per was, the Ink hardly to be diſcerned on | t 
C 
t 
d 


it ; the intimacy I had with Mr. Cleaveland, | 4 
before and fince theſe Civil Wars, gained | 

moſt of rheſe Papers from himzic being not | C 
the leaſt of his misfortunes, ont of the love | 
he had to pleaſure his friends, to. be unfur- | 

niſhr with his own Manuſcripts » as I bave 'P 
heard him ſay often, He was not ſo happy 43 | ( 
ta have any conſiderable Collefiion of his Tt: 
own Papers, they being diſperſed: among}, his Kt 

friends ; 


F Oe 


ow” To the Reader. 


ed | 


"at 


friends, ſome whereof , when he writ for 
them, he had no other anſwer, Bus that they 
were loſt, or through the often reading , tran- 


| ſeribing, or folding of them, worn to pieces, 
'Y obo though he knew where he formerly 


ſtowed fone of them, yer they were not 
0 be tegairied; ſor which reaſon the Poems 


ke had Tef in his hands, being ſo few. 
| 4nd of fo ſmalf 4 Volume; he could not 
. | (though he was often ſollicited with honor 
| to himſclf)'give his conſent ro the publith- 


ww of thert,chough indeed moft of his for- 


r ter printed Poems were truly his own, ex- 
i=. | cept ſuch as have'been latdly added,ro make 
| P the Voluine; at che firſt ſome few of his 


ctſ& were printed with che Character of 


| the London DiaVhal, a ftircht Pamphler4# 
| ad Afﬀterwatds, as I haye heard Mr. 


leavrland ſay, the copies of Verfesthathe 


| Cotmitianicared co his friends, rhe Book-fel- 
| Ter by chancemecting with them bein ad- 


| dedto his book, they fold him anorher im- 
| preffionziri like manner ſuch ſmall adJirions 


(though butg paper or two of his incompa+ 


| rable Verſes or Proſe) poſted off other Edi- 


rions, whereds rhis Edition hath the happi- 
A 4 neſs 


—— 


To the Reader. 


neſs ro flouriſh with the remainder of Mr, | 
Cleavelands laft never before printed Pje- | 
ces.l ackr owledpe 1 receiv'd many of theſe 
laſt new .rinted Papers from one of Mr, | 
Clegueland; near acquaintance, which when | 
I ſent to his, ever to be honqured, friend of * 
Grays-inn,he had not at that time the leiſure 
ro peruſe them , but for what he had read of 
them, he told the perſon I - truſted , That 
- oy _— _— bo be Mr. oenalends, 
e having formerly ſpoken of ſuch Papers | 
of his, = were - inthe hands of his 
friends, whom he could not remember: | 
My intention was to reſerve the Colleion | 
of theſe Manuſcripts for my own private 
uſeg but finding many of thoſe, I had in 
my hands, already publiſh in the former 
Poems , not knowing what further pro- 
ceedings might attend the forwardnefſe of 
che Preſs, I chought my ſelf concerned, not ' 
our of any unworthy cnds of profir, but our 
of a true affeion to my deceaſed friend, to 
ubliſh theſe hjs other Pieces in Latine and | 
liſh, & to make this to be like a yohimn 
for che ſtudy. Some other Poems are inter- 
mixed, ſuchas the Reader ſhall findeto be 


of 


To the Reader. 


ſuch perſons as were for the moſt part 
Mr. Cleavelavds Contemporaries ; ſome of 
them no leſs eminently known to the three 
Nations. I hope the world cannot be ſo fax 
miſtaken in his Genuine Muſe, as not to.di- 
ſcern his Pieces from any of the other Po- 
emsz neither can I believe there are any per- 
ſons ſo unkind, as not candidly to emertain 
the heroick fancies of the other Gentlemen 
that are worthily placed to live inthis Vo- 
lumn , ſome of their Poems,contrary to my 
expeQation, I being at ſuch a diſtance,were 
before in print, bur in this third Edition I 
have crofled chem out, only reſerying thaſe 
that were excellently good , and never be- 
fore extant, the Reader (I hope) will the 
more freely accept them. Thus having in- 
genuouſly ſatisfied thee in theſe particulars, 
I ſhallnort need to inſert more bur that 1 
have,ro prevent ſurreptitiousEditions,pub- 
liſhe chis ColleRion that by ereRing this 
Pyramid of Honour, I might oblige poſte- 
rity to uate their Memories, which is 
the higheſt ambition of him, who is, 
Newark, Nov. 

21, 1658, Tours in all vertuow endeavours, 


E. Williamſon. 


The Stationer to the Reader, 


Ourteous Reader', Thy free Acceptance of 

f the former Editions, encouraged me fo far as 

to nſe my beſt diligence to gain what ſtiff remain- 
ed in the hands of the Authors friends. I acknows 
ledge my ſelf to be obliged to Mr. Williamſon, 
Whoſe worthy example Mr Cleavelends other ho0+ 
nourers have fince purſued; I ſhall not trouble 
thee, Reader, with furcher Apologies, but onely 
nbfcribe Mr. 7. his laſt Verſes in his folfow- 


Elegy on Mr. Cleaveland, 
' That Plapiary that can filch but one £ F 
| Conceir frum Him, nd keep the Theft anhrown, 
- &t Noon from Phochus, may by the ſame ſleight; 
Sreals Beams,and make 'em paſs for bis own Light, 
— | ———_—r——_—_—— Gt 
Oh Mr. Jobn- Cleaveland , pictured with 
his Laurel, | 
'R Wit, wh ding rods, 
(Gait erenhs Power, end eine rhe ode == 


Whoſe fingeing lighming falls on alt he theets, 
Granadq's Satyrs, Bulls of Wilde- fire greets 

The Kirk, the xeal &th* Scortiſh Nation, 

He flung at-all as vengeance were bis own 1 

Monſter of reaſon, aud deep ſenſe ! what praiſe 

Can reach thy Muſe ? Cleavcland commands bis Bayes. 


E.W. 
AN 


252. QESHISSLIISIFESSIESE 
ANELEGY, | 


In Memory of 
Mr. Fohn Cleaveland, 


7 Oon as a Verſe, with feet as ſwift as thought, 
The ſtabbing News of Cleaveland's Death 
had broughc 
To ſad Parnaſſus, the diſtralted Nine 
Firſt in a diſmal ſhrieke their Voices joyn : 
Which the forkt-Hill did Eccho twice, and then 
Fach eye ſeem'd chang 'd into ati Hippocrene 
As if like Niobe *twere their intent 
To weep themſelves into his Monument : 
Nor did their grief exceed their Loſs; his _— 
More love and honour gain'd-to thy Muſes Skilh, 
Then all thoſe Modern Fadtions of Wit, 
Such as 'gainſt Gondibert, or for him writ ; 
And ſuch, whomtheir Rhymes fomuch do affe@# 
To be eſteem'd o'th Court or Coledge Set, (hold, 
Whoſe Lines with Cleavelands, fuch proportion 
As the New-Court, and Colledges, with th* Old:: 
How lofty was his Serain ? Yet clear andgayen, 
The Center of's Conceptions was Heaven: 
"T was not his Muſes toyl, but eaſe to ſoar, 
He writ ſo high, *cauſe he could write no lower ; 
Andthough the Worldin Engliſh Poetry, 
No Monarch kttew ſo abſolute as He ; 


Yet 


Elegies on ]. Cleaveland. 
Yet did he ne'r Excize the Natives , nor 
Made Forreign Mines unto his Mint bring Oar. 
He, his own Treaſure was ; and as ng Quill 
Was Guide to his, ſo ſhall his Verſe be (till 
Un-imitated by the beſt ; and free 
From meaner Poets Petti-larceny : * 
That Plagiary that can filch bur one 
COneeipe from Him, 8 keep the Theft unknown, 
At Noon from Phebws, may by the ſame ſleight 
Steal Beams, and make 'em paſs for his own Light, 


tt ——.. 


an Elegy, offered to the Memory of that 1 ncompar 
rable Son of Apollo, Mr. John Cleaveland. 


: 'Sy the Souls Sables, in my boſom lies 


A true Cloſe-mourner at thy Obſequies, 
Whilſt tears-in floods from my o're-charg'd eyes 
With grief to drownthe little world of man, (ran 
He that ſurvives this Loſs, may juſtly ay, 
His Soul doth pennance in a ſheet of Clay, 

And rather welcome Death, then patient fic 
To ſolemnize the Funeral of Wit. 

The Painter Ag amemxons face did ſcreen, 
Drawing the Sacrifice of Iphygene, 
Lt ſhew his grieved looks as well as heart, 

id far tranſcend the humble reach of Arr ; 
$o when all's ſaid, that can be ſaid, we finde 
There's nothing ſaid, to what he left behinde. 

But his all-ſearching ſoul ſcorning to be 
Confin'd to th? limits of Mortalicy, —— 


| 


Elegies or }. Cleaveland. 


Shook off its clog of fleſh, that ponderous maſs, 
His Spirit freer than his Countrey was; 

For Fate his Life mighe circumſcribe and bound, 
But in his Cizcle Wit, no end is found, 

His Wit, Oh Miracle ! (for who is he 

Dares name his Wit without an Extafie ?) 

That Wit which was to ſeveral Tenants let, 

In bim as in their proper Landlord met ; 

For what in others petty ſparks was found, 

In him's contraRed as one Diamond : 

His rayes ne're darkned, but with luſtre wun, 
He with his Eagle-eyes out-ſtar'd the Sun : 

He was a fountain, whoſe pure ſtream did grow 
Unbounded, never us'd to ebb, but flow, 

As ever new, ſtill ſtreaming freſh delights, 


' And never ſo low drawn, as to run whites ; 


| For in Diſcourſe his Wit did never reſt, 


When others were aground with one dry jeſt: 
Nor did his meagre looks proclaim that he 
Did pine in ſtudy for his Poetry, 

Like ſuch pale A pparition's ghoſt-like elves, 

T hat fatten paper, and yer ſtarve themſelyes, 
Whoſe Pireckean Pictures ſeem to be 
Diſeas'd, with time decay'd Antiquity ; 
Though for his ſtrongeſt Lines in Verſe & Proſe 
He travel'd hard, yet he no fleſh did loſe : 

In others what comparatively's found, 

In him ſuperlatively did abound : 


' No Vice the anger of his Pen could ſlip, 


Who did whole Nationsto Repentance whip. 


His 


Elegies on ]. Cleaveland. 


His honeſt Sout in Conſitſtation fate, 
Unmasking Vices, both of Church and State; 
It was not power, bur juſtice made him write, 
No ends could May-like, turn him Parifite. 
The Cauſe by Candles-end he did not rate, 
When others Pens did Truth aſſaffinate : 
By danger heightened, and made nobly fierce, 
Nor was his Proſe leſs biting then his Verſe, 
His Rebel Scor, was not a ſmarter Satyre, 
Then his Diurnal, and Diurnal-maker : 
He made the Devil blacker ; dreſt ir white, 
Proving the Zealot the worſt Hypocrite, 
Palling the Veil from the Reformers face, 
He lef the Rebel to ſupply his place. | 
(He thar affirm'd 'gainft ſenſe) ſnow black to be, 
Might prove it by this Amphybologte : 
Things are not what they feem, we may ſuppreſs 
Some Crimes, and raiſe the Devils Holineſs. 
The Presbyterian he did ur-neſt, 
With the whole kennel o*th' rwo-footed Beaſt, 
Fed with the Biſhops, and the Clergies blood, 
Right Canabals that made the Church their food. 
The Senate Sir Fohns appetite did prove, 
And paid him part of his Arrears in Love. 
The barbarous Scors ate ſtigmariz'd by him, 
For their Rebellion, our Apoſtate Pim ;- 
Nay, the juſt Fury of his Pen had thrown 
The Nation too into oblivion, 
Had not the fam'd Montroſs pnt's anger by, 
Rais'd th' Highlands higher in their Loyalcy , P 
n 


, 


q 
] 
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And 


| 


4 
, 


: 
\ 
: 


Elegies on ). Cleaveland. 


And Rupertifimw, conſecrated wars, _ 
By giving Smes ſo many hideous ſcars, - 
F-M. . 
4 Elegy on Mr. Cleaveland, and his Verſes _ 
on Sme&imnuus. 


or Dablers all bemir'd, that ſpur their lank 
Peg aſw, from ſhoulder to the flank, 
When weather-beaten in a ſhower of Sack, 
Jogg ſtill as things bejaded ride in black, 
Who t'reach the Muſes ſeat, laſh and pur on, 
But fall ſhort, and draw Bit at Trumpington : 
See with what pangs they labour, and produce 
A ſtili-born Poem, and then bug their Muſe, 
Others like Chymiſts thrive, who fain would win 
By force what God and Nature ne're put in, 


| Yet theſe bear name and yoice: the ſmalleſt Boat 
| Appears, if inthe narrow Thames it float, 
' But vaniſheth away in the vaſte Main, 


—— 


a 


Which was before the Rivers Sovereign : 
Such was the fate of my weak Streams, that ran 
To drown themſelves inth' unbound Ocean, 
And loſe their name in His, to whom the Nine 
Bow down, and render up their ſacred ſhrine, 
We poor Retainers angle for a thin 

Fancy, his like a Drag-net ſweeps allin ; 

And as Gold-driyers that make ſpangles rare, 

Do beat the yielding metcal into air : 

As Generals in. war their ſtrength contrive, 

To make three troops of men ſeem more then five 


We 


Elegies on ]. Cleaveland. 
We praRice frugal wit, and play't at length, 


In ſleek and ſmootheſt numbers withour th. 


His like the ſwift ſure Ship is firmly buile, 

Of deepeſt bottom, and moſt ſtately pile, 

If number wants there, as in ruins, th' face 
Though rough, betrays the treaſure of the place, 
We ſtrugling, words into their fetters frame, 
As Printers uſe to fit and joyn the ſame, 

His large Comminids have all in power to chu 
And *tis the greateſt labour to refuſe ; 

We ſeldom ſhoot to make ſome glimpſe of day, 
His thick as Atomes in the Sun-ſhine play ; 
And therefore (Sir) juſt is the Accuſation 
You'r charg'd with, this ſtrong Accumulation 
Subyerts the Fundamentals, 'tis your crime 
T* upbraid the State Poericks of this time 
With wit ſo inſolent, though Phebus be 

The Pleader, our Votes ne'r ſhall ſet you free, 
For Smec *tis ſure the conqueſt all is mine. 

See how the Vipers through the Amber ſhine, 
And bravely cary'd as Indians joy to ſee 
Themſelves ſo cut, although in imagery. 

And tell me when Domitian ſlew the Fly, 

Did he deſerve the Laurel ViRory ? 

Had brawny Hercules the Hydra Lain, 

So much beneath his ſtrength, wer't not a ſtain 
To all his former labors, and a brand, 

Such as to melt with Diſtaff in his hand ? 

*T was Smec's ambition (Sir) chus to ſtand high, 
And be conſpicuous, though o'ch' Pillory : 


1 
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ELEGIES. 


Then as you love Religion ſurceaſe; | 

For now the Knayes begin themſelyes to pleaſe. 
Since they'r youchſaf'd the Pen,the monſtrous fry 
Like Serpents with fair ſpeckles ſtrike the eye. 
I've ſeen a Toad by curious art ſo dreſt, 

Ladies have hugg'd the yenom in their breſt : 
Forbear hereafter, Vice, to paint ſo well, | 
Such draughts may hap t'enlarge the pow'r of hell: 


* /S,xce.writ by Ben, inſpir'dby luſty wine, 


We love Sejanw, and bold Cataline. 


—mm—— 


The Elegy made upon Mr. ]. Cleaveland's Death? 
cryed rth' Streets , he being then in a good diſ- 
poſition of Health, 


T JE whom the Muſes have for-bid to dye 
Durſt Ignorance (Arts Enemy) bely, 
To Rhime him dead ? She as well might ſay, 
T hat he like other men was common Clay ; 
Or chat his ſoul had nothing in it higher, 
Than poor Promethean Pocts, meer ſtoln fire. 
But when His ſhall diſrobe ir ſelf, ic ſhall be ſe'd; 
He's gone to ſleep alone in Fames high Bcd, 
B'ing both the Nations, andthe Muſcs Wonder; 
Where all Poeticks elſe may truckle under 
For 'cis impoſſible Him to entomb, 
For whoſe Fam'd-Name all Britains Iftcs want 
room. 
7. Parry 
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"Upon the RI NG $ Re+ 
' — turn from Scotland, 


| | . (hence; 
Ecurn'd ? Tl ne'r believ' , firſt prove him 
Kings Travel by their beams and influence, 
Who ſayes, the ſoul gives out her gueſts, or go's 
A flicting progreſs *ewixt the head and toes ? 
;She rules by omnipreſence; and ſhall we 
[Deny a Prince the ſame ubiquity ? | 
'Or grant he want, and cauſe their knot was ſlack, 
(Girt both the Nations with his Zodiack : 
'Yet as the Tree at once both upward ſhoots, 
'And juſt as much grows downward to the roots ; 
'So at the ſame time that he pofted thither, 
[By Counter-ſtages he rebounded hither, 
'Hither and hence at once; thus eyery Sphere 
'Doth by a double motion cnter-fere : 
And when his Native form inclines him Eaſt, 
By the firſt mover he is rayiſhe Weſt. 
Have you not. ſeen how the divided Damme 
Runs to the Summons of her hungry Lamb ? 
B 2 Bit 


cn ——__————_, 


2 POEMS. 


But whendhe ewin cries Halyes,ſhe quits the firſt, 
Ne oonden muſt be likewiſe narft, - | 
$0o-were his journeyes; like the Spiders ſpan - + 
Our of his bowels of Compaſlion, | 
Two Realms, like Cacw ſo his ſteps tranſpoſe, 
His feet ſtill contradi& him as he goes. 
Englands return'd, that was a barren ſoil ; 
The bullet flying makes the gun recoil : 
Death!'s but a ſeparation, though indors'd 
With Spade and Javelin, we were thus divorc'd ; 
Our ſoul hathtaken wing, while we expreſs 
The corps returning to our principles. 
But the Crab-tropick muſt not now prevail, 
Iſlands go back, but when you're under fail ; - - 
So his retreat bath reQih'd the wrong : 
Backward is forward in the Hebrew Tongue. 
Now the Church Militant in plenty reſts, 
Nor fears, like th' Amazon, to loſe her breaſts : * 
Her means are ſafe, not ſqueez'd until the blood 
Mix with the milk and choke the tender brood. 
She that hath bcen the flocing Ark, is that 
She, that's now ſeated on mount Ararat. (rhus, | T 
gy- Charles, our ſouls did guard him northward F 
ow he the Counterpane comes South to us. [ - 
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News from Newcaſtle : Or, Newcaſtle Coal-pits,| QO 
Ngland's a perfe& World, hath Indies too, | F 
Corrc& your Maps, Newcaſtle is Peru ! :Q 

Let the haughty Spaniard triumph till 't's-told, ' N 

Our ſooty Minerals purific his Gold ; Hl A 

is 


POEMS. 


rſt, | This will ſublime, and hacch the aborgſgOar, 
lt, "When the Sun tires, and Scars can do ho'more. 

. \, |} No Minesare currant, unrefin'd and groſs, - - * 
Coals make' the Sterling, Nature but the drofs, 

, | Formettals, Bacchus like, two births approve, 

' Heaven heats the Semele, and ours the Fove, 
Thus Artdoth polliſh Natate, tis che T rade, 
So every Madam, /hath her Chamber-maid. 

: Who'd dote on Gold, a thing fo ſtrange and odd, 

4. Tis moſt contemptible when-made a god. 

* | All ſin'and miſchief hence haye riſe and ſivell, 
; One Indi« more would make another hell. 

- |} Our Mines are innocent, nor willthe North 
Tempt poor mortality with-too mach worth, 
They'r not ſ@ precious; rich enough to fire - 

| A Loverzyet make none Idolater. 
' The moderate vatue of our guilcleſs Oar, 

$5 : | Makes no man Atheiſt, nor no woman whore. 

od | Yet why ſhould hallow'd Veſtals facted ſhrine, 

4. © Deſerve more honour then a flaming Mine 2 

| Theſe pregnant wombs of hear would fitter be, 
hus, | Thera few embers for a- Deity. / 

/ard Had he our Pits; the Perſcun would admire- 

| No Sun, but warm's devotion atour fire : 
—} He'd leavethe trotting whipſter, and prefer 
pits, Our profound Vulcan bove that Waggoner. 

: For wants he heat? or light ? or would have ſtore 

! Of both? 'tis here : and what can Suns giye more? 
|, | Nay, what's the Sun but in a different name, 

A Coal-yit rampant, or a Mine, or Flame? * * 

his! + B 3 Then 


” 
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Then is truth reciprocally run, 1 
T he Sun's Heaven's Coalery, and Coals our Simi; 
A Sur: that ſcorcheth not, lockt up i'th' deep, 
The Lions chain's; the Bandog is aſkeep. - © * 
That tyrant Fire, which uncontraFd doth rage, | 
Here's.calm and haiks, like Baj«zer ith! Cage; | 
For jn each Ce«l-pit there doth couchant dwell, | 
A mugzled £ina, or an innocent Hell ; 
Kindle the cloud, yor'l lightning chen deſcty, 
Then will a day break from the gloomy skie, 
Then you't unbutton, though December blow, 
And ſweat i'th' midſt of ificles and fnow, 
The Dag-dayes then at Chriſtmas : thus is all 
The year made Zune, and Equino@&al. 

Tf heat offends, our Pits affords us ſhade, 
Thus Summer's Winter, Winter's Summer made; 
What need we Baths ? what need we bower, or 
A..Ceal-pit's botly a Ventidud and Stoye.(grove? 
SychiPirs and Cayes were palaces of- old, _ .. / 
Poor Inns,(Ged wot) yet in an Age of Gold, © * 
Aatiwhat would now be thought a-ftrange deſign, 
To build an houſe-was then to undermine ; | 
Peoplehy'd under ground, and happy dwellers, 
Whoſc:-jovial habitazions were all Cellars ; 
Theſeprimitive Times were innocent, for tlien 
Man who turn'd after Fox, made but his den. - 
- Bug ſee a Fleet of Vitals crimeand fine, 
To court the rich- infants of our Mine, 
Hungreds of Gtint Leanders do confront, 
For this-loy'd Hero. the loud Hellſpont, 
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.: | ”Tis an Armado Royal doth engage «. 
wi; } For ſome new Hellen, wich this equipage : - 
,- © Preparedtoo, ſhould we their Addreſſes bar, 
| To force this Miftris with a ten years war ; 
e, | * Butthacour Mine's a common good, a joy, 
'$ © Madenotto ruine, but enrich our Troy. 
ll, * - But oh! theſe bring it wich them, and conſpire 
: To pawnthat Idol for our Smoke and Fire.. . 
] Silver's but Ballaſt, this they bring on ſhore, 
| That they may treaſure up our better Oar : | 
: For this they yenture Rocks and Storms, defic 
| All the extremity of Sea and S$kie. 
For the glad purchaſe of this precious mould, . 
; Cowards dare Pyrats, Miſers part with Gold ; 
| Henceis it when the doubrtul Ship ſets forth, 
ide; The naving Needle ſtill direRts ic North, 
or? And Nature's ſecret wonder to atteſt, 
Ve?! Our. Indies worth diſcards both Eaſt and Weſt 
= For Tine : Not onely fire commends this ſpring, 
: A Coal-pitis a Mine of eyery thing. 
gn, We fink a Jack of all Trades, ſhop and ſound, 
: Aninverſe : an Exchange under ground. 
$, ' } This Protew Earth converts to what you 'lha'r, 
: Now you may wear' to Silk, now com'cto Plate, 
et | And what'sa Metamorphoſis more dear, 
1 Diſſolve it, and *twill turn to London Beer ; 
: For whatſoe'r that Gawdy City boaſt, 
| Eachmoneth doth drive to our attractive Coalt. 
* We ſhall exhauſt their Chamber, and devour 
' Their Treaſures of Guild-ball,8: Mint 0'ch' Tower, 
'Tis B 4 Our 


* Chimneys are-old mens miſtreſles, their Inns, 
A moddern Dalliance with their meazled ſhins. | 
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Our $taiths their morgag'd ſtreets wil ſoon deride 
Blazon their Coynhili-ſtella ſhare Cheapſide : 1,1 
Thus ſha!l our Coal-pits charity:and pity, - -*/ 
Ar diſtance undermine and fire the City. 

Should we exa&;they'd pawn their wives,6: treat, 
To ſwop thoſe Coolers, for our Sovereign heat.. 
'Bove Kifles and Embtaces Fire controles, 

No Veaw heightens like a peck of Coals. 

Medea was the drugpe of tome old Sire, 

And ſons Bath a luſty Sea-coal hre. 


To all defe&s a Coal-heap gives a Cure, 
Gives Youth to Ape, and raiment to the poor. 
Pride firſt wore clothes, Nature difdains attire, 


She made us naked, cauſe ſhe gave us fire. i 
Full Wharſs are wardrobes,and the Taylors charm | 


Belongs toth* Collier, he muſt keep us warm. 

The Quilted Alderman in all's array, 

Findes but col comfort in a froſty day, 
Girt, wrapt, and muffled, yet withall this ſtir, © * 
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Scarce warm, when ſmother'd in his drouſfe Fur, | X 


Not proof againſt keen V Vinters Batteries, | | 


Should he himſelf wear all's own Liyerics, | 


Bur chil-blain under filyer ſpurs bewails, 

And in embroidered Buck-skins blows his nails. 
Rich meadows and full crops are elſewhere forind, | 
We can reap harveſt from our barren ground. - | 
The bald parchr hills that circumſcribe our Tine, | 
Are no leſs pregnant in their hungry Mine. | 
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Their unfledg'd tops ſo well.cohtent our pallats, 
Weenvy none their Noſe-gays and cheir Sallats. 
A gay rank foyl like a yong gallape grows, 

And ſpendsir ſelf that it may wear fine clothes, 
VVhilſt all ics worth is to its back confined, 

Our wear's plain outſide, bu is richly lined. 
VVinter's above, 'tis Summer underneath, 


' Arruſty Morglay in aruſty ſheath. 


| Ag precious ſables fomerimes interlace 
| A wretchedſerge or Grogane Caflock caſe : 
* Rocks own no ſpringzare pregnant with no ſhowrs 


cir 


Chryſtals and Gems are there inſtead of flowers. 
Inſtead of Roſes, beds of Rubies ſweat, 

And Emeraulds recompence the Violet. 

Dame Nature; not like other Madams, wears 
(Where ſheis bare) pearls in her breſts andears. 
What thoagh our fields preſent a naked fight, 


| A Paradiſe ſhould be an Adamite ? 


The Northern Lad his bonoy Laſs throws down, 
And gives ber a black Bag for a green Gown. 


ms 


On the 1 nundation of the River Trent : The Scene 
Maſcham and Holme , tws oppoſite Villages on 
the River fide, near Newark, 


VV Hen heirs and widows hoarding up freſh 
ſupplies.” 

Bottle up tears wrung from St. Swithexs eyes, 
And the Hydropick Planers empty all 


+ Their experiments into their Urinal, 


With 
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With Levies of Auxiliaries, ſent *-. 

From leſſer Rivers to rendezyourz in Trent. 

It makes an inſugreftion, and to pillage, . 
Quarters its Rebel-forces in each Village. 

All objects the Inundation ſpreads fo far, 

(Like the eye) but aggregates of waters are. 

In this Deucalian-wrack let me intreat 

Parnaſſus for to be my Ararat, ' +4 
And pump a while before the Flood be gone, 
What ? ſo much water; and no Helicon f 

Swans fins and dye, ſo Poets Floods inſpire, 
Theſe glib Hydriaclicks, water is their fire. 
Come neighbors,let's condole what will betide us, 
Maſcham and Holm, or Ceſtus and 4hidos, 

The: jealous River now no more will pander, . 
Berween our Hero's and the loy'd Leander. 

Help! Xerxes! help ! now Helleſpent difdains 

Its fetters ; ſee, it's looſe, and we in chains, 
Took priſoners, and our durance ſuch will be, 
When Land appears, a Goal-eliyery. 

Newgate or Woodſtreet 's not a cloſer ſtay, 

Rocks but immurethem there, and us the ſea. 
And what's the difference, pray? reſolve us what 
Betwixt a Counter— and a Water-Rat ? | 
We muſt confeſs confin'd to Boats and Waves, | 
There's no Captivity to Gally-ſlayes. ; 
And though we hear no ſtorms nor billows roar, | 
We cannot ſtir unleſs we tugg at Oar. 

Our Scene's tranſlated, Fate will have it (0, 
We live in Venice now or Mexice. 
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Or 4mfterdam, our Parlors ſo in pickle, 
Enough to make thoſe in'c a Conventickle, * 
Petty wrackt Rrangers,toſt we know not whither, 
| Holm ! Holm int England | oh Sirs ſhew us thicher. 
{ Yet ſure 'ris England ſtill, no other Nation 
| | Can ſhew ſo much Land under ſequeſtration. 
All's ſwallowed up and drown'd,our Fifths & all, 
Something ſweeps worſe then Haberdaſhers-hall, 
A guilty Tap-honſe feels the Flood's aſſault, 
(Murder will out) and it had drown'd much mault, 
Muſt now it ſelf be duckr by this juſt Tide, 
Becaule it ſtood ſo nigh the Warter-ſide. 
us, | Scethetench wave into the houfe.istoft, 
And dubs a Captain Otter of mine hoſt, 
Who with a file of bowzins Comrades there, 
Reſolve ſtill not to leave their Dover Peer : | 
Fhus fixt, theydrink until their Nofes ſhine, 
A Conſtellation inthis Watry ſign, 
| Which they Aquarius call ; for bydegrees - ' 

| Each man perceiyes himſelf took up to th* knees, 
| Yet ftillchey and the Flood do hrimmers yyec, 

' Arlaftic ſobs, and-thus they drink him dry : 
hat ! Bur thefe the ſponge lecches of the town, 

+ Amphibious were, good drinkers cannot drown : 
> | We puny Dablersare asill beſer, . 

: We whoſe unliquor'd hides will curn no wet, 
Yar, | The Flood's a tenant too, until'c retreats, 

Great rooms are Occans, and the leſfer Straits. 

! Tonguesare confounded in a yarious ſtile, 

* Qur Computation runs by th* league, not mile. 
Or : How }. 


' 
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How ſoon the earth difſoly'd,-ſo ſoon. that ſome 

Thar journeyed out, will make a Vayape home: 

They go aboard their dwellings, and embarque; - - 

Hodfes are Ships, and Newark's 4 Noab's Ark, -- 

| The Cook miſtakes lris floating ſeigniories 

(il For ſound, om takes or Fees.  * / 

[alt ome truck for Rumps & Ki eand's ſpouſe 
WI chem the Farmers of che 4 rar aug 
| Now hedfellows do one another greet 

WI BAL I'th Saylors phraſe, Vere, Vere, mare ſheet. 

1 W008: Women are Syrens, for the wiſe man wears, | 

WW EHI8 When they ſtrike up their Ela's, wax in's ears, 

1h.000; Whoſe fate is yet peculiar in this Flood, . 

| Wl To ſcape the water and retain the mud. 

YH Hi 

| 

| 

| 


The inſeparable ſcum is ſo increaſt, _. 
N16 Another Flood wilt not makes all clean beaſt, 
4 i Yet (till their ſcene and their complexion's right, 


Wt (Place them but where they paint the devil whe) 
WO Nile Our Townſmen, fince of floods, they muſt curn 
WM _ Fkippers, - . 20 
tſ; | | Will change their religion too,& ſo.turn Dippers. 
i! Now they diſpute,and no ſmall doubts propound, 
WILAR Some ſay the Meadows ſwim , ſome  fay they'r 
DN drown'd , 

l And 'tis diſputed whether yea or no, 

4 They are ground chambers ſtill that overflow, | 
| Their Hay is gone, and ſome the queſtion ſtart, 
| 
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How't could be fetche away wichout a Cart ? 

Burt theſe ſubmit ro the reſt of learned team, 'H 

Who ſtrongſteonclude,ic went away with —_ 'H 
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At laſt it is obſerv'd by all the Sages, 
Who ere ſer it 'on work, they pay the wages : 
,” - | One hotſpur ſtorms & ſwears that he and's faion 
---| Willſue the Flood, Treſpaſs will bear an AQion, 
Then thought on's Landlord,whom he fears hath 
His W ater-Bayliff chas to drive for Rent. (ſent 
iſe } Haycocks to fea are driven, where they't muſter, 
And mgke 6f So1ls Ifles another Cluſter, 
Till vampt with more ſuch wracks, they grow a 
| For ſome Columbus new Diſcoveries. (prize 
The ſtakes ſtand firm,cthough batrer'd all the while 
Theſe Pyramids are a, againſt chis Nile, 
And: might like. Egyprs Piles enjoy a prime, 
Wer't but for fiercer teeth than thoſe of Time. 
What neither floods nor age cas beaſts will tear, 
- | Our beaſts now.ſtaryed lean, like Pharaohs are. 
ht, } Strange Skellitons, for all the time of flood, 
te) | They nothing had ro chew bur their own cud, 
uri } Andfince alas, no work for Sythe or Sicle, 
(Poor Cartle) all their commons are in pickle, * 
ers. | This ſuremuſt needs produce a chap-faln pallar, 
nd, } When without meat they onely feed on fallar ; 
2Y 3 | But theſe we prize, for moſt are ſayl'd away, 
Who knows but to ſtock Hiſpantola, 
' One herd & 's flock in one kind hill found mercy; 
Like Lilburn (and his wool) in the Iſle of Ferſy. 
y | A Barber's cloſe, yet all would counter-bayl, 
* Steepr till che Corn grew Maulc, and Water Ale, 
: Had we the Gotham policy and luck, to 
am. | Hedge in the V Vater, as they did the h—_ * 
Cy ut 
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But oh ! it ſoon retreats, andthe ebb is mors | 3 
Diſaſtrous to us then the flood before. 
The fifth day lands us,ſhews each man his ground | 4 
But ſo much ſlime,we can't ſee ground for ground; 
The Flood's a ſingle Tyrant; Bogs allow |} $ 
No ſcape : Water and Earth both vex us now, 
Ns | Till the Sun our Low-countreys purge, and then 
INI Our-drink a Dutchman draining of a Fen : 
l! T ill then our Trent is Acharon , we dwell 


HW I'ch Stygian-lake, the Netherlands are hell; (ter, 
18 | Rivers are Nymphs they ſay, ſomething's the mar- F 
| LMI; Then ſure with ours, ſhe cannot hold her water, 
10s Unleſs the Goſſip, (th' room's ſo all on float) 5- 
| (01118 Went drunk to bed, and ſpilt her Chamber-port; | - 
0 Nh How'er, ſince we're deliver'd, let there be Hl 
| i From this Flood too another Epochee. i 
189 001) POE DH SYS: — ( 
If | | For Sleep. ] 
al b Eturn Grief's Antidote, ſoft Sleep return, % 
1H! Ne Why do'ſt chy bliche Embrace adjourn ? 
l | { Once more this Garriſon of Senſe ſurround, ] 
jt I It's wilde exorbitancies Pound ; 
WI PAL! Lock the Cinque-ports, the Centinels araignz NC 
fit: Make FraQions in che Royal Train. , 
WAWhl 2. Sleep ! the Souls Charter, Bodies #rit of Eaſe, Ga 
j j Reaſons Reprieve, Fancies Releaſe ; | 4 
| if The Senſes Non-term, Life's ſereneſt Shore ; 2. 
WWW | A ſmooth-fac'c Death, thick candid o're : | I 
If Cacaſtrophe of Care, Time's balmy cloſe, [1D 
141 fl The Muſes Eden and Repoſe, ) 
| | | 3. Sleep| 


aſes 


- | Againſt Sleep. 
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3. Sleep | the Days Centre, Nights Meridian, 
Bright Meteor in the Sphere of man ; 

A Grand Dittator in the womb of Death, 
Whilſt the ſtill returning Breath 


*I Sails thr fears, tears, and Joys at once, 


With quick Reciprocations, 
4. Sleep! the firm cement of unravel'd honrs, 
| Nightuſher'd with Anibroſial ſhowres , 
| Dayes Philadery with her ſpangles crown'd, 
{ Fancy ſnatch't up at firſt rebound : 
 Fancies Exchequer, Nature's younger ſon, 
| Times other Fubile begun. (born 
'5. Sleep! the Worlds Eyenſong, Natures Anthem 
Between the Lips of Night and Morn ; 
Heaven in a Maſque, Sunday's Parhelion, 
Preface to th' Reſurredion : 
| Nepenthe kiſſing out the wheeling light ; 
| Darkneſs emparadiz'd : Good night. 


| TD E gone Toy's Lerhargy, pale fiend, be gone 
ID Why de cut reins oe gout 
No more Life's Cittadel invade, no more, 

| Raviſhits Sallies 0're and o're ; 

Gag the broad gates, the Court of Guard efſojn, 
t theſe disJoynted thoughts rejoyn. 


2. Sleep ! the Souls Wardſhip,but the Bodics Goals 
bo Reaſon's 4ſafine, Fancies Bayl ; 

[The Senſes Curfew, Life and loyal breath 

Minc'c ſmall, agd blended into death : 


: 
leep | Toy 
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Joys.Explicite, unfathom'd Gulf of time, 
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The Muſes Fence, and frozen Clime. 
3. Sleep! che Night's Winter, ſhadow of a Dream; 
A dark_Fog rampant, Horror's Theme , 
Free Denizen of Darkneſs, Blifles- wane, 
An untrim'd Chaos; Beauties bane , 
Yourh's Sepulcbre, a Parallel to Agey 
A Negro fills Life's ſecond page. »4 
4. Sleep ! che Days Colon; many hours of bliſs 
Loſt in a wide Parenthefis : 
Life in an extafie, boand hand and foot, 
Spirirs entomb'd, and Time to boot : 
The Trump of Solitude, a {prightly Flame, 
Smother'd in fables, and made lame. 
5. Sleep! the worlds Limbo, Nature's diſcord day, 
Becauſe a Mourner, hurl'd away ; 
Hell pav'd with Doun, a Purgatory skreen'd; 
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Death's Counterpane mixed with a fiend ; SC 
Half time ecclip'ſt,and tinftur'd black as ſorrow W 
Light dungeon'd; manacled : Good morrow, - 
On a little Gentleman profoundly learned, H 
MX Nature maps ? fince that in thee {| 50 
Sly has drawn an Univerſity, M 

Or ftrives ſhe in ſoſmall a piece, S0 
To ſum the Arts and Sciences? At 
Once ſhe writ onely Texr-hand, when 'St1 
She (cribled gyants, and no men: A 
But now in her decrepit years In 
She daſhes dwarfs in charaRers, ' N: 
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.- {And makes one ſingle farthing bear 


The Creed, Commandments, and Lords Prayer : 
Would ſhe turn Art, and imitate 
Monte-regios flying __ * en 
Would ſhe the Golden Legend ſhut 
Within the Cloyſter of a Nur ? 

Or elſe a Musket-bullet rear 

Into a vaſt and mighty ſpear ? FT 
Or pen an Eagle inthe Caul 

Of a ſlender Nightingale ? 

Or ſhews the Pigmies can create, 

Not too lictle but g00 great. 

How comes it that ſhe thus converts 

$o ſmall a Totum, and great parts ? 
Strives ſhe now to turn awry 

The quick ſcent of Philoſophy ? 

How ſo little matter can 

So monſtrous big a form contain ? 
What ſhall we call (it would be known) 
This Gyant and this Dwarf in one ? 

His Age is Flaz'd in filyer hairs, 

His Limbs ſtill cry out want of years. 
So ſmall a body in a Cage, 

May chuſe a ſpacious Hermitage. 

So grear a ſoul doth fret and fume 

At th' narrow world for want of room; 


| Strange conjunAion ! here is grown 


A Mole-hill and the Alps in one. 


9 In th' ſelf ſamcaRion we may call 


Nature both Thrift and Prodigal, 
| C 


Rebellis SCOTUS. 
| | VUra Deo ſumus, ifla focedant Scots ? ; 
JIM Variata ſplenis Domino Pſyche eft ſas. | 
i Aut flellionatis rea. U5«goy mghTugor, | 
W102 Campanule omnes z t0tus Hoategon uro, 
| 'W. (oriacea cui millies mille bydria, W 
I 008, Subarbicanis penſiles paraciis uv 
0 Nl! þ 'N on font reſrigerio. Poeticus furor, R 
| | Wl! | Comet non minus, vel ore flammeo N 
IF! | Commune deſpuente fatum ftelluld, St 
RING! Dirum ominatur. Ecquis, e $304, ſuam W 
1: 40.1109! Tam temperet bilem ? patriz quando lug A 
8 AER. Tam Pymmiani id eft pediculos 4, perit ? T 
008; Bonbamachidiſque fit bolus myrmech 2 B 
| If | Scoros nec aufimnominure, carminum T 
WH! | Njþ inter amuleta, nec meditericy By 
io! | | ifs cerebello, quod capiltitto rubens T 
op l (Vaale 4utumo coluberr imam Furiis caput ) | u 
J! _— inde verbs, tot ventna prompſerit. In 
BON Rhadamantheum, fac, gutter eſſet nunc mihi, W 
20H! Sulphurque, patibalumque copro ſms Di 
NN Ruftans, Magm quan caitias bombycings ; D: 
10 id. Poteram ut Agyria Circulor pillulas Sp 
110 VAN: Pomicas loqui, aut droxoduy SiC ey Siygd : O 
if | | Aut ut Geneve Stentores, Perilleis He 
0 I T artara (x equuleos boare pulpitis : Ye 
lf j At machinantiper forem nunquam Scots, 'N 
18) CunFh Sclopetis biſce gutturalibus ' B: 
W-! Vt digna Dii duint, vorem par eſt privis , | In 
lil; f. ( Prefiigiator ut) frees, & acinaces. + by 
Whit | Huc, buc lambe, greſſibu faxo 1uk ; | A 
| i|þ Ar buc, Tambe, morfibus faxo magis. Me 
il | ll Satyraque tortryces, tor buc adducize ww: 
011008 Flagella, quot praſens meretur ſeculum | ob 
| [1 Scort Venificis pares 3 audax ftylum . a 
LING Horum cruore tinge, fic nocens minus. Heap 
118 V 
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The &tbel SC OT: 


Ow |! Providence ! aad yet ® Seaxtilh crew | 
Then Madam Nawwre wears black pacches roo ? 
Whart ſhall our Nation be in bondage thus 
Uatoa Land that truckles under us 
Ring the bells backward, I am all on fire, 
Not all the buckets in a Councrey Quize 
Shall quench my rage. A. Poer ſhould be fear'd, 
When angry, like a Comer's flaming beard. 
And where's the Stoick, can bis waath appeaſe 
| To ſee bis Countrey fick of Pymw's diſcale ? 
| By Scotch invaſion, to me made a Prey 
| To ſuch Pig widgin Myrmidons as wy If | 
Bu thac there's charm in verſe, I wowld nor quord z 
The name of Scot withour an antidote z 
| Unleſs my head were red, that I mighe brew 
Invention there that mighc be poyſon-cao. 
Were I a crowhie Judge, whoſe diſmal note 
Diſgorgech balters as a Juglers throaz 
Docb ribbands: could I (in Sir Emy' rick toge) 
Speak Pills in phraſe, and quack deſtruRion : 
Or roar like Merſhe! that Genevs Bull, 
Hell and damnatjon a Palpic full : 
Yer to expreſs a Scot to play that prixe, . 6 
| Not all choſe mouth-Granadocs can {uffice, 
* B:fore a Scor can properly be curſt, 
I muſt (like Hocas) ſwallow Daggers ficft. 


F 
[ 
? Come, k:ten S_ wich your Badgers fcet, 
| And Badger-like, bice till your ſeer do meer 

” Help, ye carc Satyriſts, to imp my rage, 

© With all che Scorpipns that ſhould whip this age, 
© Scors are like Wicches 3 do bur wher your pen 3 


# Scratch till che blood come, they'l nor hure you chen; 
C 2 Now 


18 POEMS. 
Ut Martyrs olim induebant belluis 
(Ruafs fterent Reggs ſacros bypocrjtas) . 
En hos eodem Schemite (aut retro) Scotos, 
Extr@ Scotos, intus feras, & fore tropo. 
Fallax Terna vipere wibil foves 
Scoro Colono? 'N on ego Britanniam. 
Lupis carentem dixerim, vivo $coro, 
<uin Thameſinus pyrgopolinices Scotus 
Poterat leones, tigrides, urſor, canes 
Proprii inquilinos pefforis ſpeFaculo 
Montraſſe ; pro obolis omnibus quibus ſoles 
Spefare mon(tra Cratis, & For ſimul 
Pene ocreatum vulgus, Et patria fera 
Scoros cremus indicis terre plnga 
Vel omnipraſentem negans Deum, nit 
Veniſſer inde Carolus, cohors nife 
Cratordiana, miles & Montroffſeus, 
Feritatis cluens notam paganica, 
Hanc praſtitiſſet ſemiviamam Deo z 
Nec Scoticus eſt, totus Leopardus Leo ? 
Habent & «Aram ficut Arcam faderis 
Velut tabelle bifidis pifte plics 
Fert Angelvs pars.hac, & bac (\«codamonas : 
(Cui ſomnianti rartarum ſuaſit pavor 
Sic penitere, viderat regnum velim 
N igrius Scotorum ſemet , Cf efſet innocens. 
Regio, maligna qua facit votum prece, 
Relegctur ad Gyares breves nunquam incola ? 
Puniſſet ubi Cainum necexilio Deus, 
Sed, ut ille trcchedipnum, mag is Domicenio. 
Ut gens vagans recatita, vel contagium, 
Aut BeelFebub, fi 4es ubiquitarium. 
Hinc erro fit ſemper Scotus, certos locor, 
Et hos & illes quoſliber cito nauſeans, 
#c fraftra livif orbis, & Topographie 
Mendicitatis off alas, curtas rimis, 
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Now as the Martyrs were inforc'd co take 

The ſhapes of b:aſts, like x. at ſtake ; 
I'le baic my 5cos ſo, yer not cheat your Eyes, 

A Scot, within a b-aſt} is no diſguiſe. 

No more let Ireland brag, her harmleſs Nation 
Foſters no Venom, ſince the Scor's plantation 5 
Nor can our teign*d antiquity mainain 3 

Since they came in, Ergland hath Wolves again, 
T be Scot chat kept de Tower, might have ſhown 
(Wirhin the grate 6f his own brea Yor) 

The Leopard and rhe Panther, 4nd ingto 

What all choſe wild Collegiats had coft;' 

The honeſt bigh-lnooes, in their rermly fees, 
Firſt co the ſalvage Lawyer; next to theſe, 
Naucure her ſelf doth Scorch-men beaſts confeſs, 
Making their Countrey ſuth a wilderneſs, 

A Land tha brings in queſtion and ſuſpenſe 
Gods omni-preſence, but that ({hzrles came thence, 
Bur that Monzroſs and Crawfords loyal band 
Arton'd their fins, 2hd ebriſtned half che Land, 
Nor is ic all the Natton hath theſe ſpors 

There is a Charch, a$ well as Kirkof Scors : 

As ia a piture, where the ſquinring paint 

Shews fend on this (ide, and on that fide ſaint : 
He chat ſaw Hell ig's mclancholly dream 

And in the twi-light of his fancy's theam, 


3 Scar'd from his fins, repented in a fright, doul 


Had be view'd Scotland, had curn'd Proſelyre, 
A Lind, where one may pray with curlt incenc, 


O may they never ſuffer baniſhment ! ; 
' Had Cain bcen Scor, God would have chang'd bis doom, 


Not for bim wander, but confin'd bim home, 
Like Jews they ſpread, and as infeRion fly, 


: As ſtchedevil had Ubiquiry. 
: Hence *cis they live at Rovers, and defic 


* This or that place, rags of Geography, 
| C 3 


Teſe 


96 POEMS. 
Toſe univerftaik beres integra, 
Et y— in re Epi ey 
Nec gliſcit er gonare Gallice, 
Exorich 4ul alk modi, _ - 
Tberio natu negare, nec 5 
Cllere quem de Belg Mogbea ; 
Penter tumens, aut barha cautbari refers, 
(Que Coriath uns mens noftratibss) 
Pugna eft in animo, dnymus in patina Scotg. 
Huic Struthiens ſuggeret cibury cha{ybs, 
Et denti-dufor 4ypetitus baltubes, 
Pro more, pendulos molares inſerit, 

At interim noſftras guid-inyolant dapes ? 
Serpens Edenum, non Edenhurgum appetit, 
Aut Anglia, cuijam malum eft Hemorrhok, 
Hematepores hot poſteris meatihus 
NAaturg medica [apo birudines 

ruore ſatiandos licet noſtro prigs, 
Noftro ſed & cruore moribundos quogue. 

Nec compuro credant priori, nos item 
Novum additurot, ſervitutem priſtine 
Aliam, gemellam nupert, CERT ; 
Palpare quazdo caperatnt chards ndmks, 

Suffragiorum ſcilicer poppyſmats) 

t cruftulum impertire velut offam (erbera 
Subblandiens detreverss Senatulus, 

N os ars loculis ! arma viſceribm prizs 
Indemus uſque & #ſque vel capulotenus. 
Seri videmus quo Scotum traftcs modo, 
Princeps rebelli mitior rergo quaſi 
Sellas equino detrabens aptat ſus. 

At jus rapiuss baſce defendit vetus t 
Egyprus ifte perdit, aufert Iſrael; 

n bibliorum nc/cis hos ſatellites ? 
Pratoriank qu:is cobortibur, (nova K, 
Hic ruſalem triaris ) pes nititur 
$ororcularum ? ('ardo, cardo vertitur 
Cupediarum, primitive Legic, & ce 
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POEMS. 2T 


They'r Citizens o'rd' world ; they'rall jn all, 
Scotland's a Nation Epidemical. 

And yet they ramble gor, to learn the mode 
How to be dreft, or howto liſp abroad 2 

To recurn knowing in «be Spanilh (he 

Or which of the Ducch Scaces a double Jug 
Reſembles moſt in belly, or in beard, 

(The Card by which the Marjoers are Reer'd,) 
No z the $cots-Errent fight, and fight to eat 3 * 


| Their Eftrich flomachs make their {words their meat, 
| Nature with Score, as Tootb-drawers hath dealc, 


Who uſe to hang their Tcetb upon their Belt. 


Yet wonder not at this their happy choice ; 
The Serpent's tacal fill ro Paradiſe. 

Sure England bath the Hemeroids, and theſe 
On the North poſture of che paciene ſeine, 
Like Leeches, chus they phyſically chirft 


* After our blood, bur in the Cure ſhall burſt, 


Let them not think to make as run o'rh' ſcore, 
To purchaſe villenage, as once before, 
When an A& paſs'd ro ftroak them on the bead, 
Call chem good SubjcRs, buy them Ginger-bread. 


Nor Gold, nor A&s of Grace, 'ris Steel muſt rame 
The ftubborn Scot : a Prince that would rectaim 
Rebels by yielding, doth like him, (or worſe) 

Who ſadlcd bis own back, to ſhame bis borſe, 


Was it for this you left your leaner ſoil, 
Thus tolard Iſrael with Egypts ſpoil ? 
They are che Goſpels Life- guard, bur for chem 
The Garriſon of New Feruſalem 
har would the Brethren do ? the Cauſe ! the Cauſe 
Sack Poſſcts, and the Fundamental Laws ? 


C 4 0 bone 


22 PO-EMS. 


O boxe Dew ! quanti eft cavere lintek ! 
Orrxis ut Borealks , & fames, mover ! 
Fiftuqne, veſtibuſque caſſi, hint Knoxio 
Surore fimul, & Knbzfo utuitur coquo, 

P18 quod algeant quod efur?tnt pit, 
Larvs quin uſque detrabas, & nummulis 


Tituliſque, (ut animabus) ſubeſt fallacia, « 


Libre, & Parones (detumeſcant interim - 
Vocabulorum tympani) quanti valent ! 
Hic armour pane, pene villicum, 
Solidoſque totos illa, ſed gratis, duor, 
Apage ſuperba fraudulentie, fimul 
Proſapia Piftos, fide & Piftos procul ; 
Opprobriur: poetico vel ſtigmasi 
Etiam cruci crux, Non aliter Hyperbolus 
Hyperſceleflus oftraciſmo fit pudoy, 
American, ille, qui ce lum hoyruit 
ual Hifpanorum rear ed ſed pars quots ! 
Piderat in Orco fi Scotos, (bui tot Scoros !) 
Rote odamus perpenderat medioximus. 
Sar muſa ! ſemiſſa fercularia 
Medullitys vorans, diabolls invides 
Propriam fobi ſuam Scoti pavopſudem. 
T1 Berniclis enim $coti, fic Lucifer 
$aturatur ipfis Berniclatioribus. 
Nag lapſus 2 furca Scotus, mox &f Styge 
Tinfus, ſuum novatur in Plaut- Anſercm, 


4 POEMS. 


Lord ! what a good thing is want of ſhirts ! 
How a Scocch ſtomach, and no meat, converts ! 


They wanted food and rayment ; fo they rock . 


Religion for their Scamſtreſs, and their Cook, 
Uamaik them well ; their donours and eſtate 

As well as conſcience are ſopbilticate. 

Shrive bur their cicles, and their raoney poizez 


A Laird and twenty pounds pronounc d with noiſe, 


When conſtru'd, but fora plain Yeoman go, 
And a good ſober Two-pence, and well ſo, 
Heiice chen, you proudimpoltors, get you gone 
You Pi&s in Gentry and devotion 3 
You (canda! to the Rock of Verſe, a race 
Able to bring the Gibbert in diſgrace, 
Hyperbolus by ſuffering did traduce 
The Oftracilm, and ſham'd it our of uſe, 

The Indian, that beayen did for({wear, 
Becay(c he heard the Spaniards were there, 


. Had be but known whac Scoss in bell bad been, 


He would Eraſmus like have bung between. 

My Muſe hath done. A Voider forthe nonce ; 
1 wrong the devil, ſhould I pick their bones, 
That dith is bis; for when the Scors deceaſc, 
Hell, like cheir Nation, feeds on Barnacles, 

A Scor, when from the Gallow-tree got looſe, 

Drops into S1yx, and urns a So.and» Gooſe, 


23 


On 
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On 41 ugly Woman, 
A* Scriveners ſometimes take delight to ſee 
Their baſeſt wricing, Nature has in thee 

Eſſay'd how much ſhe can tranſgreſs at once 

Appelles draughts, Durers proportions ; 

And for to make a jeſt, and try a wit, 

Has not (a woman) in thy forehead writ ; 

Bur ſcribl'd ſo, and gone ſo far about, 

Indagine would never ſmell thee our , 

But might exclaim, here onely riddles be, 

And Heteroclites in phyſiognomy : 

But as the myſtick Hebrew backward lies 

And Algebra's, gheſt by abſurdities, 

So muſt we ſpell thee, for who would ſuppoſe 

That globous piece of V Vaneſcot were a noſe, 

T hat crockt et-cetera's were wrinkles, and 

Five Napers bones glew'd toa wriſt, and hand ; 

Tpyprian Antiquartes might ſurvay 

Here Hieroglyphicks, time hath worn away : 

And wonder at an Engliſh face, more odd 

And antique, then was e're a Memphian god, 

Eras'd with more ſtrange lettters than might ſcare 

A raw and unexperienc'd Conjurer ; 

And tawny Africk bluſh, to ſee her frie 

Of monſters in one skin ſo kennel'd lie, 

Thou mayſt without a guard her deſarts paſs, 

VVhen ſavages but look upon thy face : 

VVere but ſome Pi& now living, he would ſoon 

Deem thee a fragment of his Nation ; A 
n 
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And wiſer Ethiopians infer 
From thee, that fable' not the onely fair ; 
Thou priyarive of _ whoſe one eye 
Doth queſtion Metaphyſicks verity ; 
Whoſe many croſs AſpeRts may prove anon 
Foulneſs, more then a meer Nesation. 
Blaſt one place ſtill, and never dare eſcape 
Abroad our of thy mother Darkneſs lap, 
Leſt that thou make the world afraid, and be 
Fyen hated by thy Nurſe, Deformity, 


To the King recovered from a Fit of Sickneſs, 


Moſt Gracious Sir, 

= Ow: that you are recover'd, and are ſeen, 

Nether to frighethe Ladies,nor the Queen, 

That you to Chappel come, and take the air, 

Makes that a verſe, which was before my prayer ; 

For Sir, as we had loſt you, or your fate, | 

Not ficknefs, had been told us, all of late. 

$o truly mourn'd, that we did onely lack 

One to begin, and pur us all in black. 

The Court, as quite diſloly'd, did ſadly tc!l, 

Wine Hall way onely where the King is well. 

Nor griev? people leſs, the Commons eyes, 

Free as their loyal hearts, wept Snbſidies. 

And in this publick woe ſome went o far, 

To think the danger did deſerve a ſtar, 

VVhich thoush't were ſhort, as but to ſhow, 

You would, like one of us, a fickneſs know, al 
An 


26 POEMS. 


And that you could be mortal, and to prove, - 

By trial of their grief, your ſubjects love, 

V Vould keep your bed, or chamber, yet our fear . 

Made that ſhort time we ſaw you nor; a year ; 

Sodid we reaſon minileſs, and tg.gain 

Your quick recov'ry, ſtriv'd to ſhare your pain. 

Nay, ſuch an intereſt had we in your health, _ 

Thar in you ſick'ned Church & Commonweakh, 

Alas, to miſs you was enough to bring 

An Anarchy, but that your life was King 

More than your Scepter,and though yoa refrain'd 

To come among us, yet your a&ions reign'd , 

They were our pattern ſtill, and we from thence, 

Did in your abſence c!uſe our rule and Prince. 

And liv'd by your example, which will ſtay,”*+; 

And goyern here, when you are curn'd to clay... 

For what is he, that ever heard or ſaw 4 

Your converſation, and not thought it Law ? © 

Such a clear temper, of ſo wiſe and ſweet 

A Majeſty, where power and goodneſs meet 

In juſt proportions ; ſuch religious care 

To praGiſe what you bid ; as if co wear 

The Crown or Robe were not enough to free 

The Prince from that which ſubje&s ought to be, 

Laſtly (for all ypur graces to rehed#ſe, 

Is fitter for a ſtory, than my verſe :) 

Such a high reverence do your yertues win, 

T hey teach without, and govern us within, 

And fo enlarge your Kingdoms, when they ſec 

Our minds more than our bodies, bend the m_ 
n 
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Theſe make your Preſence to be every where, 


|| Andchongh before you we ſtand onely bate, | 


| OUpontheBinth of the Duke of York. 264 


Akebig the bonhires, for in this one Son, 
The ns delivered of a Nation, 
She hath brought forth a People, now we may 
Confeſs our doubted life, and boldly fay, 
This Prince compleats our joy, becauſe he can 
Already make the Prince of Wales a man, 
And ſo confate the Nutſe, when he ſhall ſee 
Himfelf in him paſt his minority. 

Good morrow, Babe, welcome into that air, 
Which thou confirmeſt ours, which now we dare 
Bequeath to onr late nephews, that ſhall ſee 
It alwayes Engliſh in the Prince and thee, 


'| And never know the donbtful Scepter ſtand 


In expeRation of a chofen hand 

Nor danger of an armed, that may bar 
The Crown from falling perpendicular, 

| And ſocroſs nature. For I muſt confeſs, 

I wiſhthe Prince ſuch laſting happineſs, 
And do commend to Providence this work, 
That the State may not need a Duke of Tork, 
And think a given, and protected Heir, 
Enongh to filence any modeſt prayer : 

Yer ſince the wiſer Heavens do conceive 

A way to bleſs poſterity, ro leave 
Somnch of Charles to them as they ſhall ſes 
\ Drawn to the life in ſo much imag'rie, 


And 


| 
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And durſt not truſt a Chronicle, but wou'd 
Derive his vertues onely in his blood ; 

And thinking them too yaſt for one, did try 

To coyn a Partner to bis Legacy : 

May Heaven proceed to keep him, may he ſhine, 
To mock the poorneſs of the Indian Mine, 
And ſcorn the Fleet, having a treaſure far 
Above the winds reach, or the Hollander. 

So may he puzzle States-men, and put down 

All reck'nings of Revenues to the Crown, 

And altarthe Kings Rents, for his two ſons 
Muſt go for twenty thouſand millions ; 

And ſo make Charles the jealous world ally 
Thus grown too potenc for an Enemy ; Z 
All thoſe muſt ſtudy Leagues now,thar had rather 
Seem rich in any Title than of Father 2 

But may he ſtill be dreadful ſo, and be 

To theſe abroad fear'd as a Deity, 

Ar home lov'd as a Father, whilſt he thus 

To them is Terrour, and a Shield to us. 


On Parſons the great Porter. 


9 r, or great Grandfire,whoſe vaſt bulk may bel 
A burying-place for all your Pedigree : 

Thou moving Coloſs, for whoſe ly face, 
The Rhyne can hardly make a Looking-glaſs; + - 
V Vhar piles of vituals hadſt thou need crochew, 
Ten Woods or Marrets throats, were not enow z 
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It would not on thy lictle finger come. 
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Ff Fove in getting Hercules ſpent three 

Nights, he might be fifteen i genting thee, 

What name or title ſuits thy neſs, thou, 

Aldiboronifuſcorphorynio ? 

When Giants war'd with Fove,hadſt chou bin one, 

Where other oaks, thou wouldſt haye mountains 
thrown , 

Wert thou but fick, what help could ere be 
wrought, 

Unleſs Phyſicians poſted down thy throat? 

Wert thou to die, and Xerxes liying, he 

Would not pare Arhos for to cover thee ; 

Wert thou imbalm,the Surgeons needs muſt ſcale 

Thy body, as when Laborers dig a Whale. 

Great Sir, a People kneaded up in one, 

We'l weigh thee by ſhip-burdens,not by th' ſtoner 

What tempeſts might thou raiſe, what whirlwinds, 
when | 

Thou breathes, thou great Leviathan of men: 

Bend but thine eye,a Country-man would ſwear, 

A Regiment of Spaniards quarter'd there ; 

Smooth but thy brow, they't ſay, there were a 
Plain, 

T a& York and Lancaſter once o're again ! 

That Pocker-piſtol of the Queens might be 

Thy Pocket-piſtol, ſans Hyberbole : 

Abſtain trom Garriſons, ſince thou may'(t cat 

The Turks, or Moguls Titles at a bir. 

Plant ſome new land,which ne'r will empty be, 

If ſhe enjoy her Savages in thee : 


Get 


30 POEMS. 


Get from amonsſt us, ſince we onely can» . *Þ/ 
Appear like ke ſullemarchr o're by Tamberlain. Þ$ 
1 
[ 


On his going by Water, by the he Parliament-Houſe, 


H the ſad fate of unſacceſsfal Sin! . (within: $ 
You ſee thoſe heads without, there's worſe 


EI 


] 

Upon coming into 4 Chamber called "Parnaſſes; 7 
where the Gentry Arms (were depitted) y Nor-# A 
folk and Suffolk, in Narwich. 


Hke< Gallants find their Arms,8: ſo it's ines 
But-where they finde their Arms, a4 bole 
thoiw feet. | 
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Go Juyce of Leche ! O thou dull 

Inhoſpitable Drink of Hull, 

Not to be drunk, but in the Devils (cul ; 

Depriver of thoſe ſolid Joyes, 

Which Sack creates : Anthour of noiſe 

Among the roaring Punks and Dammy-boyes : 

On thy account che Watch doth ſleep, 

When they our nightly peace ſhould keep, 

TT hen Rognes and Cut-purſes in at windows creep$ Tl 
2. The Jug-broke pate doth owe to thee BM: 
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Its bloody Line and Pedigree, Tt 
Now murther, and anon.the Gallow-trec : Or 
A Poet once did lick thy Juyce, M; 


But oh ! how his henummed Juyce | 
Was mir'd in non-ſenſe, and in State abuſe, Por 


POEMS. 3! 


A Souldier once that would have pickt 
Strife with the Devil, thy dull broth had licke, 
—— | That night this renown'd Turdibanck was kickt; 
je. 3. The other night the Meal-man Will, 
hin: FDid lap ſo largely of thy ſwill, 
orleY Next morn he let a fart blew down his Mill : 
- | That Lover was in pretty caſe, 
(lus; | That crimm'd thee with a Ginger-race, 
Yor-Þ And after belched in his Miſtriſs face. 
{ More of thy vertues I could tel!; 
1eet, | But that to ſpeak of thee's half hell, | 
loſef Then take my Curſe by Candle, Book, and Bell, 
- F 4. May Bards that drink thee, write a ſmall; 
——þ Unſibſtanc'd Line pedentical; 
-': I} Unſinewie enigmatical ; 
| Salrlefs and gauleſs be thy Cutſe, 
Numberleſfs; rugged, empty, worſe 
Then the poor Poets empty belly, purſe; 
May he that brews thee wear a Noſe 
Richer then the Lord Mayor's clothes, 
The Sattin Clerry, or the Yelver Roſe. 
5- May hethat draws thee, likewiſe wear 
{A Carbuncle from ear to car, 
recep} That thatch and linnen may ſtand off and fear ; 
* | May ſome old Hay-witch get aſtride 
Thy Bung, as if ſhe meane to ride, | 
On purpoſe for to lance thy yeaſty ſide : 
May others be as ſick as I, 
Thar tope thee next ; then down and dic 
Poor Ale, a funeral-trap for Waſp,or Fly. 
D 
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The Old Gill, 


I. 

F you will be ſtill 

Then ell you 1 will 
Of a lovely old Gill. 
Dwelt under a hill : 
Her locks are like Sage 
That's well worn with age, 
And her viſage would (wage 
A ſtout mans courage; 


2. 
Teeth yellow as Box, 
Clean out with the Pox, 
Her breath ſwellslikc Lox, 
Or unwiped Nocks. 
Sbe bath a deviliſh grin, 
Long hairs on her Chin, 
To the fou] footed Fin 
She's ncar)y a kin, 


She bath a KY Brow, 
Deep furrows enow, 
She's ey'd like a Sow, 
Flat nos'd like a Cow, 
Lips (warthy and dun, 
A mouth like a Gun, 
And her tattle doth run 
As (wift as the Sun. 


4. 
On her back ſtands 2 hill, 
You may place a Wind-mill, 
And the Farts of ber Gill 
Will make the ſails trill, 
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Her Neck is much like P 
The foul (wines in the dik 
Againſt Crab-lice and ty y 
A blew pin is her pyke, 
6. 
Wirbin this Ano V 
There dwells an Huyricany A 
And the rift of her Plano B 
Vomits ſmcke like Vulcans 
Bur a pox of ber twiſt, v 
Ie is alwayes bepiſt, 'IT 
And the devil's in.his lift, EN 
Thar co ber mill brings grilf x | 
6. - 
"Ware the dint of her dirr, W 
| She will give you a flirt, 'B Fi 
She has alwaycs the (quirt, & W 
She is looſe and ungirr z O1 
Want of wine makes ber p Bu 
Till ſhe fizzle and rant, 
And the hole in ber granr, C 
Is as deep as; &'c. FE 
7. Su 
Yea, as deep as a well, Ne 
A Furnace or Kell, 
A bottomleſs Cell, No 
Some think ir is hell : Foy 
But I have _-_ my fill  BOf 
Ot my lovely old Gill ; FO 
And 'tis taken fo il , Wi 
l'l lay down my quill, N ſ 
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To the Queen upon the Birth of one of her 
Children. 


—— Children are like Olive-branches, we 
Took for a figure, now *cwas propheſie, 
Your Births , great Queen, have made a new ac- 
count, 
Who bring not forth ſome Olives, but the Mount , 
And we, who wiſhe your Table half way:round 
Beſet with them, do now behold it crown'd, 
Were there no other Court, or Nobles, yet 


| The King, we ſee, can his own Court beget : 


Nay, in the firſt worlds age, he that could do 


ts Like him, was Father of his Countrey too. 


When in that dearth of SubjeRs, Kings were fain 
Firſt co beget their Kingdoms, and then reign, 
When their own off-ſpring were their pcoplezand 
One family both fill'd, and made che Land. 
But I ſpeak treaſon, to ſay Princes blood ® 
Can ere run into people, 'tis a flood 
Ev'n in the fountain:ſmall ſtreams loſe their name 
Such births, like th* Ocean are (till the ſame. 
No number makes them priva:e, we may call 
Not all one Nation, but Nations all. 
For as I've ſeen the Ark drawn like the womb 
Ot the four Empires and the world ro come, 
Our of whoſe midſt hath fprung a myſtick Tree, 
With every branch a Genealogy, 
Not of ſome houſe, but of the world, this bongh 
For Exrope.that for Africk we allow : 

D 2 Ang 
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And all the other ſmaller twigs there ſeen 


Have ſtood for Iſles,or Countrys;ſo,great Queen, 


From you, as from the Ark, nothing can be 
Born leſs then Kingdoms, or a Monarchy. 
Your pains are all imperial, and your throws 


Can bring forth naught char is not great;yer thoſe}; 
For daughters ſtill have thus more publick beeng 


That you by chem to Chriſtendom lie in ; 
Your ſons may make us ſafe, but we the while 
Mult be a world divided, (till an Iſle, 

We ſhall be now o'th* Continent ; this Sex 
Will make 'c all one to conquer, or annex, 
To beally'd, will bring, what ſome'in vain 
Hope for by th' ſword, an univerſal reign ; 
Which yet we may deſpair of, fince we ſec 
Evurope to match yours, will want Progeny. 


To Cloris, 4 Rapture. 


$ Julia, come ! let's once disbody, what 
Straic matter ties to this, and not to that, 
We'l difingage, our bloodleſs form ſhall fly 
Beyond the reach of earth, where ne'r an eye 

T hat pceps through ſpeRacles of fleſh,ſhall kn 
Where we intend, or what we mean to do; 
From all contagion of fleſh remoy'd, 

We'l fit in judgement, on thoſe pairs that loy'd 
In old and Jatter times, then will we tear 
Their Chaplets that did a@by laviſh fear, 
Who cheriſht cauſelefs griets, and did deny 


I wn] 


| 


Cupids Prerogative by doubt; or tie ; n 
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| But they that moy'd by confidence, and clos'd 


een,} In one refining flame, and never los'd 
' Their choughts on earth, but bravely did aſpire 
Unto their proper Element of Fire, 

| Totheſe we'l judge that happineſs to be 
hoſe} The witneſſes of our Felicity. 

| Thus we'l like Angels move, nor will we binde 

In words the copious language of our minde, 
Such as we know not to conceive, much leſs, 
| Wichour deſtroying intheir birth, expreſs : 
Thus will we live, and (*c may be) caſt an eye 
How far Elifium doth bencarh us lie ; 
What need we carc, though milky Currents run 
Amongſt the ſilken Meadows, though the Sun 
Doth ſtill preſerve by's ever walking ray 
A never diſcontinued ſpring, or day. 
——Þ} That Sun, though all its heat be to it brought, 
Cannot exhale the vapor of a thought. 
what No, no, my Goddeſs, yer will thouand I 
at, | Deyeſted of all fleſh, ſo folded lie, 
Thar ne're a body'd nothing ſhall perceive 

e {| How we unite, how we together cleave ; 
knon}, Nor chink this while our feathered minutes may 
Fa!l under meaſure, Time it ſelf can ſtay 
|. | Tatrend our pleaſures, for what eiſe would be 
v'd | But tedious durance in cternity ? 


An Elegy upon Ben. Johnſon, 


S when the Veſtal hearth went out, no fire 
L-\s holy chan that flame thar did expire 
Bur + B Co1'd 
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Could kindle it again : ſo at thy fall | 
Our wits, great Ben, are too A pocryphal ' 
To celebrate thy loſs, fince*cis too much 

To write thy Epitaph, and not be ſuch, 

V Vhat thou wert, like tl hard Oracles of old, 
V Vichout an Extafie cannot be told. 

V Ve mult be raviſht firſt, thou muſt infuſe 

Thy ſelf into us both the Theam and Muſe : 
Flſe, (chough we all conſpir'd to make thy herſe 
Our works) ſo that *t had bin bur one great verſe, 
Though the Prieſt had tranſlated for that time 
The Liturgy, and buried thee in Rhime ; 

So that in Meteer we had hcard it ſaid, 
Poetick, duſt is to Poetick, laid : (mightſt have 
And though that duſt being Shakeſpear's , thou 
Not his room, bur the Poet for thy grave ; 

$0 that as thon did{t Prince of numbers die, 
And live, ſothou mighteſt in numbers lie, 

"T were frail ſolemnity ; Verſes on thee, 

And not like thine, would but kinde Libels he. 
Andwe(not ſpeaking thy whole worth)ſhould raile 
VVorſe blots then chey that envied thy praiſe. 
Indecd thou necd'{t vs not, fince above all, 
Invention, thou werr thine own funeral. 
Hereafter, when tine hath fed on thy Tomb, 
Th' Inſcription worn out, and the Marble dumb; 
So that *ewould poſe a Critick to reſtore 

Half words, and words expir'd ſo long before 
When thy maim'd ſtatue hath a ſentenc'd face, 


EEC ER Fo... ok FERC 


And looks that are the horror of the place Th 
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That *cwill be Learnings and Antiquity, 

And ask a Selden to ſay, this was thee : (fear 
Thouw'lt haye a whole name ſtill , nor needſt thou 
That will be ruin'd, or loſe noſe, or hair. 

Let others write ſo thin, that they can't be 
Authors till rotten z no poſterity (then, 
Can adde to thy works, th' had their full growth 
When firſt born, and came aged from thy pen, 
Whilſt living thou enjoyd'ſt che fame and ſence 
Of al! chat time gives, but the reverence; 


When th art of Homers ycars, no man will ſay 


Thy Poems are leſs worthy, but more gray. 
'Tis baſtard Poetry, and o'ch'* falſe blood, 
Which can't without ſucceſſion be goods 
Things that will alwayes laſt, do thus agree 
VVith things eternal, tl'at once pertec be. 
Scorn then their cenſures, who gave out, thy wit 
As long upon a Comcedy did fit, 

As Elephants bring forth ; and that by blots 
And mendings, took more time then Fortune plots, 
That ſuch thy draught was,and fo great thy thirſt, 
Thar all thy Plays were drawn at th' Mermaid firſt, 
That the Kings yearly but wore, and his wine 
Hath more righe then thou co thy Catilixe. 

Let ſach men keep a Diet, let their wit 

Be rackt, and while they write, ſuffer a Fit; 
When tlhave felttortures withour pain the Gour, 
Such, as with leſs, the State draws Treaſon out ; 


* f Though they ſhould che length of Conſumprions 


Sick of their Verſc, and of their Poem die. (lie 
D 4 *T would 
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*T would not be thy worſt ſcene, but would at laſt 
Confirm their boaſtings, and ſhew made in haſte , 
He that writes well writes quick, fince the rule's 
Nothing is ſlowly done, that's always new ; (true, 
So when thy Fox had ten times a&ed been, 

Each day was firſt, but that was cheaper ſeen, 
And ſothy Alchymiſt plaid o're and ore, 

VVas new o'ch'ſtage,when *twas not at the door, 
VVe like the Actors did repeat, the pic 
Thefirſttime ſaw, the next conceiv'd thy wit, 
Which was caſt in thoſe forms, ſuch rules, ſuch arts, 
T hat but to ſome not half thy Acts were parts, 
Since of ſome ſilken judgements we may ſay | 
T hey fil'd a box two hours, but ſaw no play : 
So that th* unlearned loſt their money, and 
Scholars ſay'd onely, that could underſtand : 
Thy ſcene was free from monſters, no hard plot | 
Call'd down a god t'unty th* unlikely knor. _ 
The ſtage was ſtill a ſtage, two entrances (ſeas :} 
Were not two parts, 0'th* world disjoyn'd by th'} 
Thine were Land-Tragedies,no Prince was found} 
To ſwim a whole ſcene out,then oth'ſtage drownd]| 
Pitchr ficlds, as Red-bul wars, ſtill felt they doom. | 
Thou laidſt no fieges to the Muſick room, * |} 
Nor wouldſt allow to thy beſt Comedies | 
Humors that ſhould above the people riſe : 
Yet was thy language and thy ſtile fo high, 
Thy ſock to th' ancle, buskin reacht to th' thigh ;} 
And both ſo chaſte, ſo '*boye Dramatick clean, 
That we both ſafely ſaw, and liv'd thy ſcene Jo \ 
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No foul looſe line did proſtitute thy wit, 

Thou wror'ſt thy Comedies, did{t not commit, 

We did the vice arraign'd, not tempting hear, 

And were made Judges, not bad parts by ch' ear, 

For thoueven fin did(t in ſuch words aray, (play, 

That ſome, who came bad parts , went out good 

Which ended not with ch' Epilogue, the a 

Still ated, which grew innocent from th' (ta 

'Tis true thou hadſt ſome ſharpneſs, bur chy ſale 

Serv'd but with pleaſure to reform the faulc, 

Men were laugh'd into vertue, and none more 

Hated fool a&ed, then were ſuch before 

So did thy ſting not blood, but humours draw, 

So much did Satyre more corre@ then Law, 

Which was not nature in thee, as ſome call, 

Thy teeth, who ſay thy wir lay in thy Gall, 

That thou did({t quarrel firſt, and then in ſpight 

Didſt 'gainſt a perſon of ſuch vices write, 

That 't was revenge, not truth, thar on the ſtage 

Carlo was not preſented, but thy rage ; 

And that when thou in company wert met, 

Thy meat took notes, and thy diſcourſe was net, 

We know thy free vein had this innocence 

To ſpare the party, and to brand th' offence, 

And the juſt indignation thou werrt in 

Did not expoſe ſhift bur his tricks and gin, (theſe 

Thou mightſt have us'd ch' old Comick freedom, 

Might have ſeen themſelves plaid, like Socrates, 

Like Cleon Mammon might the Knight have been, 

If as Greek Authours, thou hadſt turn'd Greek 
ſpleen, And 
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And hadſt not choſen rather to tranſlate 

Their learning into Engliſh, not their rate , 
Indecd this laſt, if thou hadſt been bereft 

Of thy humanity, might be call'd Theft, 

The other was not, whatſoe're was ſtrange, 

Or borrowed,in thee did grow thine by th' change. 
Who without Latine helps had(t been as rare 

As Beaumont, Fletcher, or as Shakeſpear were, 
And like them, from thy native ſtock couldſt ſay, 
Poets and Kings are not born eyery day, 


An Epitaph. 
Tay, Gentle Reader, and ſhed o're 
Thoſe ſacred aſhes one tear more. 
Theſe ſad accents cloath'd in black, 
Mourn him whom Church and State do lack, 
And this weeping Marble ſtone 
Doth invite a parting grone. 
Here lies within this ſtony ſhade 
Natures Darling, whom ſhe made 
Her faireſt Model, her brief Story, 
In him heaping all her Glory. 
Here lies one whom times of old, 
Among their wonders had inrol'd, 
Whoſe ſer beams might well aſpire, 
Kindled by Poerick fire, 
Unto a ſtarry light, and there 
For a Grave adorn a Sphere , 
One ſo valiantly ſtrong, 
He fear'd to do any wrong. 
Learn- 


LM tees. Fr 


LM es AG. . 


1- 


POEMS. F 


Learnings glory, who alone 

Was-fit ro write 'on his own ſtone ; 
Here tongues lie ſpeechleſs, to be dumb 
Is our beſt Epicedinm. 


DCy_— —— ————— 


Upon Wood of Kent. 


Ir, much good do't ye, were your table bur 
Pie-cruſt or Cheeſe, you mioht yourſtomach ſhut 
After your ſlice of Beef, what darc you try 
Your force on an ell-ſquare of Pudding-pie ? 
Perhaps't may be a taſte, three ſuch as you 
Unbreakfaſted, might ſerve Seraglio. 
When Hanibal ſcal'd th' Alps,hadſt chon binthere 
Thy Bcef had drunk up all his Vinegar; 
Well migheſt thou be of Guard to Henry th' eight, 
Since thou canſt, like a Pigeon, eat thy weight : 
Full wiſe was Nature, that would not beſtow 
Theſe tusks of thine into a donble row ; 
What womb could &r contain thee,thou canit ſhur 
A pond of Aviary in a Gut. 
Had not tliy mother born thee toothlels, thou 
Hadſt eaten, viper-like, a patlage through ; 
Had he that wiſh'd the Cranes long neck to cat, 
Pur in thy ſtomach too, 't had been complear. 
Thou Noaks Ark, dead Sca, thou Golgatha, 
Monſters beyond all them of Africa ! 
Beaſts prey on beaſts, fiſhes to fiſhes fall, 
Great birds feed on the leſſer, thon on all : 
Hath there been no miſtake, why may't not he, 
When Carrins leapt the Gulf, 'twas imo rhec. 
Now 
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Now we'l believe that man of Chica could 
pills of arrows, and the boy chat would 

Chew onely ſtones ; nor can we think it vain, 

That Doranetho ate up th' neighboring plain. 

Poor Chriſihon, that could onely fea 

On one poor Girl, in ſeveral diſhes dreſt ; 

Thou haſt devour'd as many ſheep, as may 

Cloath all the Paſtures in Arcadia ; 

Yet, O how temperate, that ne're goes on 

Fo far, as to approach repletion. 


Thou breathing Cauldron, whoſe digeſtive heat | 


Might boil the whole proviſion of the Fleer , 
Say Grace as long as Meals, and if thou pleaſe, 


Breakfaſt with iſlands, and drink healths with ſeas, | 


——— 


On Chriſt-Church Windows. 


YP that profane our windows with a tongue, 
Ser like ſome Clock,on purpoſe to go wrong; 
Who when you were at ſervice, ſigh'd, becauſe 
You heard the Organs muſick, not the Daws, 
Pirying our ſolemn State, ſhaking your head, 
To ſee no ruines from the floor to th* Lead : 
To whoſe pure noſe our Cedar gave offence, 
Crying, It ſmelt of Papiſts frankincenſe, 
Who walking on our marbles, ſcotfing ſaid, 
Whoſe bodies are under theſe tombſtones laid ? 
Counting our Tapers works of darkneſs, and 
Choſing to ſee Prieſts in blew aprons ſtand, 
Rather chan in rich Copes, which ſhew the art 
Of Siſera's prey emoroider'd in each part i 
en 
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Then when you ſaw the Attars Baſon, faid, 
Why's not the Ewer on the Cup-board laid 3 
Thinking our very Bibles too profane, 


| *Cauſe youne're bought ſuch Covers in Duck-lane. 


Loathing all decency, as if you'ld have 


; Altars as foul, and homely asa grave. 

' Hadyon one ſpark of reaſon, you would finde 
| Your ſelves like idols, to have eyes, yet blinde ; 
| *Tis onely ſome baſe niggard , Herefic, 


Tothink Religion loves Deformity. 
Glory did never yet make God the leſs, 
Neither can beauty defile Holineſs. 


{ What's more magnificent than heay'n, yet where 


Is there more love and piety than there ? 

My heart doth wiſh (were 'c poſſible) to ſee 
Pauls built with precious ſtones and porphyrie ; 
To have our Halls and Galleries out-ſhine 
Altars in beauty, is to deck our ſwine 

With Orient pearl, whilſt the deſerving Quire 


Of God and Angels wallow in the mire. 


Our decent Coaps onely diſtinfion keep, 
That you may know the Shepherd from che ſheep, 


| As gawdy Letters in the Rubrick ſhow, 


How you may holy-dayes from lay-dayes know ; 


| Remember Aarons robe, and you will ſay, 


Ladies at Maſque( are not ſo rich as they, (he 
Then arerh'prieſts words like thunder-claps,when 
Is lightning like ray'd down with majeſty ; 

May every Temple ſhine like choſe ar Nile, 

And ſtill be free from Rat or Crocodile : 


But 
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But you will urge, both Prieſt and Church ſhould 
The ſolemn partners of humility. (be 
Do not ſome boalt of rags? Cynicks deride 
The pomp of Kings, but with a greater pride, 
Meekneſs conſiſts not in the clothes, bur hearr ; 
Nature may be vain-glorious well as Art : 
We may as lowly before God appear, 
Dreſt with a glorious pearl, as with a tear. 
In his hizh preſence, where the Stars and Sun 
Do bar eclipſe, there's no ambition, 
You dare admit gay paint upon a wall, 
Why then in lals that's held Apocrypiual ? 
Our bodies temples are, look in the eye, 
The window, and you needs muſt pictures ſpy ; 
Moſes and Aaron, and the Kings Arms are 
Daub'd inthe Church,when you cheWarden were, 
Yet you ne'r fin'd tor Papiſt : ſhall we ſay 
Banbury is turn'd Rome, becauſe we may 
See th' Holy Lamb and Chriſtopher ? nay more, 
The Altar-ſtone ſer at the Tavern door ? 
Why can't the Ox then in th' Nativity, _ 
Be imag'd forth, but Papiſts bulls are nigh ? 
Our pictures to no other end is made, 
Than is your T:me and's bill, your Death &'s ſpade 
To us they'r but Memento's which preſent 
Chriſts Birth, except his Word and Sacrament. 
If*c were a ſin to ſet up Imag'ry, 
To get a childe were flat Idolatry. 
The models of our Buildings would be thus, 
Dire&ions to our houſcs, ruines to us ; 

Hath 
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Hath not each creature which hath daily breath, 
Something which reſembles heaven or earth : 
Suppoſe ſome ignorant Heathen once did bow 
To images, may not we ſee them now ? 

Should we love darkneſs, and abhor the Sun, 
'Cauſe Perſians gave it adoration ? 

And plant no Orchards, becaufe Apples firſt 
Made Adam and his lineal Race accurlt. 

Though wine for Bacchus, bread for Ceres went, 
Yet both are uſed in the ſacrament ; 

What then if theſe were Popiſh Reliques ? few 
Windows are elſewhere old, but theſe are new, 
And fo exceed the former, that the face 

Of theſe come ſhort of th' outfide of our glaſs: 
Colours are here mixt, ſo that Rain-bows be 
(Compar'd) but Clouds without variety. 

Art here is Natures enyy ; this is he, 

Not Paracelſus , but by Chymiftry 

Can make a man from aſhes; if not duſt, 
_—_ of-ſprings of his minde, noc luſt. 

See how he makes his Maker, and doth draw 

All that is meant i'th* Goſpel, or :'th' Law. 
Looking upon the ReſurreRion, 


{ Methoughts I ſaw the bleſſed Viſion, 


Where not his face is meerly drawn, but mind, 
Which not with paint, bur oyl of giadnels ſhin'd: 
But when I yiew'd the next pane, where we have 
The God of life tranſported to his grave, 

Light then is dark, all things ſo dull and dead, 


As if that part o'ch window had been Lead. 
{ 0n45 
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Tons his Whale did ſo mens eyes befool, 

That they have begg'd him th' Anatomy ſchool; 
That he ſaw ſhips at Oxford one did ſwear, 
Though Iſis yet will Barges hardly bear : 
Another ſoon, as he the trees eſpi'd, 

Thought him i'ch* garden on the other fide. 
See iri wliat ſtate (chough on an aſs) Chriſt went, 
This ſhew's more glorious then the Parliament. 
Then in what awe Moſes his rod doth keep 

The Seas, as if the froſt had glaz'd the Deep ; 
The raging waves are to themſelves a bound, 
Some cry, Help,help,or horſe & man are drown'd. 
Shadows do every where for ſubſtance paſs, 
You'd think the ſands were in an hour glaſs, 
You that do live with Surgeons, have you ſeen 
A ſpring of blood forc'd from a ſwelling vein ? 
So from a touch of Moſes Rod doth jump 

A CataraR, the Rock is made a Pump : 

Ac ſight of whoſe o're-flowings, many get 
Themſelves away for fear of being wet. 

Hete you behold a ſprightfal Lady ſtand, 

To have her frame drawn by a Painters hand : 
Such lively look and preſence, ſuch a dreſs 

King Pharaohs daughters image doth expreſs ; 
Lok well upon her Gown, and you wilt ſwear, 
The needle, not the pencil hath been there. 

Art ſaght of her, ſome Gallants do diſpute, 
Whether i'ch* Church *cis lawful to ſalute ? 
Next Facob kneeling, where his Kid-skin's ſuch, 
As it may well cozen 01d Iſaac's touch, 
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A Shepherd ſee'ng how thorns went round abou 
Abrahams ram,would needs have helpt it out ; 
Behold the Dove deſcending to inſpire 

Th' Apoſtles heads with cloyen tongues of fire, 
And in a ſuperficies there you'l ſee 

The groſs dimenſions of profundity : 

Tis hard to judge which is beſt built, and higher 
The Arch-roof in the window, or the Quire. 
All beaſts, as inthe Ark, are lively done, 

Nay, you may ſee the ſhadow of the Sun : 

Upon a Landskip if you look a while, 

You'l think the proſpeR art leaſt forty mile : 
There's none needs now g0 trayel, we may ſee 
At home Jeruſalem and Nineveh, 

And Sodom now in flames : one glance will dart 
Farther than Lynce with Galilew art: 

Seeing Eliahs Chariot, we fear 

There is ſome fiery prod'gy in the air 

When Chriſt to purge his Temple, holds his whip, 
How nimbly huckfters with cheir baskets skip. 


Se, Peters fiſhes are ſo lively wrought, (caught; 


Some cheapen them, and ask when they were 
Here's motions painted too : Chariots ſo faſt 
Run, that chey'r never gone,though alwaycs paſt; 
The Angels with their Lutes are done ſo true, 
We do not onely look, but hearken too, 

As if their ſounds were painted : thus the wit 
O'th* pencil hath drawn more then there can it. 
Tims (as in Archimedes ſphere) you may 


In a fall glaſs, the Univerſe wy Ry 
; S'1ci? 


48 POEMS. 


Such various ſhapes are too i'th' imag'ry, 

As age and ſex may their own features ſee, 

Bur it the window cannot ſhewyour face, 

Look under feet; the Marble is your glaſs ; 

Which too, for more then ornament, is there, 

The ſtones may learn your eyes to ſhed a tear, 

T hey never work upon the confcience ; 

They cannot make us kneel, we are not ſuch, 

As think there's Balſom in the Kiſs, or Touch, 

Thar were groſs ſuperſtition we know ; 

WO no more pow'r in them then the Popes 
OC. 

The Saints themſelves for us can do no good, 

Much leſs their pitures drawn in glaſs, or wood, 

They cannot ſeal, but fince they fignifie, 

They may be worthy of a caſt o'th eye, 

Alchough no worſhip: that is duealone, 

Not to the Carpenters, but Gods own Son ; 

Obedience ts blocks deſeryes the Rod, 

The Lord may well be then a jealous God. 

Why ſhould nor ſtatues now be due to Paul, 

As to the Ceſars of the Cappitol ? 

How many images of great Heirs, which 

Had nothing but the din of being rich, 

Shine in our Temples? kneeling alwayes there ; 

Where,when they were alive,they'd ſcarce appeat 

Yet ſhall Chriſts Sepulcher haye .ne're a Tomb? 

Shall every Saint have a Fohn Baprifis Doom ? 

No limb of Mary ſtand ? muſt we torget * 


. 
WO II" "IRE Ka > 


Ld 


| 


Chriſts Croſs, as ſoon as palt the Alphabet ? A 


| Shal noe their headstuve room i'th' window, who 
| Founded our Charch; and our Religion too ? 


. | We know that God's a ſpirit,ve confeſs: 


h, 


| We camoreomprehbend-his'name, much tefs 

Can a ſmall glaſs his nature : bur frace he 
 Vouchſafed to (iffer his humanity ; 

Why may not we (ofiely to put's in minde 

Of's Godhead) have his manhood thus epſhrini'd ? 
Is our Ki ngs: perſon leſs efteem'd, becauſe * 

We readhim in-our Coins as well as Laws ? 


, 


T4] Do what we can, whether we think, or paint, 


0d 


All Gods expreſſions are but weak and faitit, 

Yet Spots in Globes muſt not be blotted chenee, 
That cannot ſhew the World's magniticence, 
Noris it fic we ſhould the skiff controul, 

Becauſe the Artiſt cannot draw the Soul. 
Ceaſe then your railings and your dull comprines, 
To pull down Galleries and ſet up Saint - 


| Is no impiety : now we may well 


Say that our Church is truly viſible: 

Thoſe that before our glaſs ſcaffolds prefer 

| Would turn our Temple to a Theater, 
Windows are Pulpits now; thoush unlearn'd,one 
| May read this Bibles new Edition, 


IT ; F Inſtead of here and there; a verſe adorn'd 

wn Round with a Lace of paint; fit ro be ſcorn'd. 

_ byen by vulgar eyes, each pane preſents 

* | Whole Chapters with both comment & contents, 

| The cloudy niyſteries of the Goſpel here 

Sh Tranſparent 2s the Cryſtal do appear, | 
__— 2: 'Tis 
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*T is not to ſee things darkly through a glaſs, 
Here you may ſee-our Saviour face to face ; 

And whereas Feaſts come ({eldoni; here's deſcri'd 
A conſtant Chriſtmas, Eafter, Whitſuntide : 

Let the deaf hither come, no matter though 
Faiths ſenſe be loſt, we a new way can ſhow, 
Here we can teach them to believe by th' eye 

'T heſe filenc'd Miniſters do edifie : 

The Scriptures ray's conerated in a glaſs, 

Like Emblems, do with-greater vertue pals : 
Look in the Book of Martyrs, and you'l ſee 
More by the Pi&ures then the Hiltory : 

T hat price for things in colours oft we give,(live, 
Which we'd not take to haye them while they 
Such is the power of painting, that it makes 

A loving ſympachy- *ewixt men and ſnakes, 
Hence then Pauls do&rine may ſeem more divine, 
As Anfer through a glaſs doth clearer ſhine : 
Words paſs away, as ſoon as head-ache gone, 
We read in books what here we dwell upan ; 

T hus then there's no more fault in imag'ry. 
Then there's in the Pradtiſe of Piety, 

Both edifie : what is in Letters there, 

Is writ in plainer Hieroglyphicks bere ; 

"Tis not a new Religion we have choſe, 

*Tisthe ſame body, but in better clothes : 

You'l ſay they make us gaze when we ſhould pray, 
And that our thoughts do on the figtires ſtray ; 
Tf ſo, you may conclude us beaſts': what they 
Have tor their objcR, is to us the way. Di 


ee i 


Ir1d 
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Did any exe uſe ProſpeQive to ſee 


gn 


| Nofartherthenthe glaſs, or can there be 


Such lazy Travellers ſo giv'n to fin, 

| As that chey'l take their dwelling at the Tnne ? 
A Chriſtians fighe reſts in Divinity, . 

Signs are but ſpeRacles to wy Faiths eye, 
God is the Center , dwelling 0n theſe words, 
My Muſe a Sabbath to my brain affords ; 

If their nice wits more ſolemn proof exaR, 
Know, this was meant a'Poem, nota Trad. 


— — _ 


The Anti-Platonick, 


Is 
d Loye,what doft thou 
mean ; 
0 court an idle Folly, 4+ 


Platonick love is nothing elſe They care not for your fight, 

Buc meerly melancholly, Nor your creed cyes, 

'Tis ative Love that makes They hate to beare a man 
us jolly. complain, 

Alast be dies, he dies 3 

Believe's they love: a cloſer 
prize, 4 


The frothy part of man ? 
No,no, they bate a Puritan. 


3. 
To dote upon a face, 
Oc court a ſparkling eye, 
Or to eſteem a dimpled check 
Compleat fclicity, 
Tis co betray ones liberty, 


| MELO 
Then veancer to embrace, 
"Tis buc a (mack-ortwo t 
I'm confident . no woman 


| 


, lives, 
Then pray be Yor ſo fond, Bur ſometimes ſhe yill do, 
Think you that women can The fault lies nor in her, bu 
Rc latish'd with complement * you, 2A Yin 
E 3 Aſad 
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A ſed Suit in 4 Petitionary Por, Fei 4 a 
" poor Stholl ar r0 bis Parron., 


\ Onder not why theſe Lines comets y 

hand, 4 
The naked cruch enkmn fall undcrſinnd : 
I haves Suit to you; that you wonld be 
So kind as ſend another Sur te me't? | 
The Spring appears,&& now beaſts,birds and bees, 
The Gaief elds, gay gardens, and tall trees 
Arecovered, all things that do creep or flie, 
Are putting their Apparel on, but I. 
'Time hath impair'd m y Breeches, they ſhew, Sir, 
Like the Scotch Flags Hon hang in Weſtminſter. 
Round about Londojs the hedges and the ditches, 
As they catch wool, wear fragments of my bricks. 
My patches dan . on my tattered trowſes, 
Like hens and c which ang, ap in houſes, 
And haying cracke t the cdnee4® ſtitches, 
They look rather like Patticonts has iches, 
So that my Doublet-pinn'd, makes me appear 
Not like a man, but a Looſe-waſtcoiteer. 
The women call'd me woman, till the fools 
Spy'd their miſtake thorough my pocker holes. 
My:Waſe-band's waſted, and my Doublet looks 
Like/hiavthat wears it, quite off 0'ch*Hhooks. 
[a tr are out, and all my Burton-moulds 

ripe HazeT-puts out of their hulls. 
grbs of my Jacket are ſo Jones 


I Thar not left a SKIT to fit upon. 
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+ | My Doublet convas be'n worn out behinde, 


I put a Poem there, to keep out winde. 

Two ſly knaves follow'd me, and one or both, 

| Like boys inHlorg-books,read i through the cloth 
My Belly-pieces are ſo fat, they will 

If coaſted, ſerve for belly pieces ſtill. 

Laſt Shrove-ride my fore-skirt, as I'm a finner, 


Fell in the Batter, and was fry'd for dinner, (it 


'$ And when the wench ſaw how my jaws did knock 


| She-wovid have made a Pancake of my pocket. - 
| That which I call a ſhirt, looks like a clout 

| Which ſome unhappy Gibber had worn out, 

Sir, as Iam alive man, and a Schollar, 

This very ſpring will purge away my choler : 

My weed's ſo plough'd & harrowed, that I know, 
Unleſs I can get mew, 'cis time to ſow. 

About my neck, as you may underſtand, 

By che Demidduum's a right falling band. 

I wear a pair of Cuffs withal, and they 
Looklike thoſe torn which men ſnatch in a fray. 
I had a Girdle too when I was dreſt, 

Which was long fince, but aow (ungirr unbleſt) 
| Inſtead of wearing powd'red hair, my chief 
Invention is to get me powd'red Beef. 

| My Hart's fo full of holes, I can't deviſe 

A way how I ſhould pluck it o're my eyes: 

My ſhoes and I in one condition roul, 

And both appear as if we had no ſoul: - 

My ſtocking-calyes the beſt of all my ſtock, 


Are paradiz'd as naked as my Nock; 
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I'm like a Clock my felf, which if fair weather : 
Should ſeparate, no Art can put together 
My Books are run away from off my ſhelf, 

I cannot coatmy Authour, nor my ſelf , 

For like Sir Wills Heroick Verſe they be, 
Heaven knows, all inthe Land of Lombardy. - 
That Land of Ignorance, and full of ills, 
Where Scholars teeth are their own Paper-mills, 
Sir, I am piece'd like Cortages with thatch, 

The old and new do ſum np one grand patch : 
Then pray Sir, quickly ſend me ſome redreſs, 
Leſt my Suit falls, as a Cloud vaniſhes 

For it is now by moſt mens approbation; 

The next degree unto annihilation: 

Sir, to be brief, *tis a confuſed rude 

Rag, that admits of no fimilitude ; 

There's no imagination that can ſtrike it, - 

'Tis ſolike nothing, that there's nothing like it. 


; The poor Cavalter, in memory of his old Suit, 


Tz ough thou haſt laſted *bove a thouſand days, 
z Til thou art ag'd & gray through advers ways, 
Yet malice in its higheſt, dare pronouuce, 

No other, hut that thou wer'ſt Scarlet once. 

As infair Beauties innocently dead, 

Their-yery paleneſs hath a tin of red: 

Under thy gray, diſcernably thin ſtreams 


Lies, like to ſhipwrackt Strawberries in Cream. | 


I know 'cis vain to boaſt what thou haſt been, - 
Yet thou wertred,when bloody yotes were green 
An Ea - 


wn! nd 


<a 
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nills, 


on. 
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Fre ripe Rebellion had a full-age power, 

To commit Laud, and Gourney to the Tower : 
Ere middle-fighted Judgement underſtood, 
That — ſenſe och' Houſes to be good. 
It is no le honor of thy fate, | 

To follow in thy ſufferings, thoſe of State : 


| FE have obſery'd fince Leſley's coming in, 
| Thou haſt been ſtill declining with the King, 


Spite Fairfax, and the Scots did all agree, 

To take our ſleep from us, thy nap from thee : 
But ta declarethee in the State concern'd, 

When Pomfre& was relicy'd,then thou wert turnd. 
Prove thou didſt wear new Buttons on thy breſt, 
When baffel'd Waller did retreat from th' Weſt ; 
When taken Leiceſter rais'd our thoughts. and 
Then wert thor reinforced in the breech. (ſpeech 
Thanks co my tops & care,which _—_ it meet, 
To rob my legs to keep thee on thy 
Nay, may I want belief! if when the report 
Of loſt Bridgewater firſt arriv'dat Conrrt. 
Each whiſper did not rend thee : 1 could tell 
Still by new holes, how our diſaſters fell. 

At Langport when the Weſt was well ago, 
(A ſad miſchance) thy Rear miſcarried too, 


| Andbya ſtrong intelligence art the ſame time, 
Thy hooks & buttons ſprang'with Sherburns mine, 


Now peace be with thy duſt, whilſt I do mourn, 


. Andloyally induſtrious cloſe thy Urn , 


For the next motion to a calm inth' air, 
Will thy poor extants into pieces tare ; IE: 
AN 
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And as the wind when th* winged Nation pays 
Their feather'd tribute, ſends ic ſeveral ways, 
One fragment would into Bridge-water fall, 

In Sherbarn one, in ſeveral Garriſons all, 

And tt! inſolent Rebels at that ſight be won 
Tothink our chred of life like thine be done. 
No, quondam Suit,I'le keep thee from their claws. 
Rotten as th' art,thou ſhalt be ſound for th'Caule. 
Rather then to our prejudice be diſperſt, e 
Thou ſhale make Fack-of-lents and Babies firſt, © 
Bait fiſhers hooks to couzen Mackrels lips, 
Becaaſe they keep the ſeas with Rebels ſhips ; - /, 
Make good a field of Peaſe againſt Jack-daw, 
Reduce revolting Turkies intoawe | 
Andevery part of thee ſhall be employ'd 

To ferve againſt Rebellion and: Pride. 

And as the pious Ancients uſe to rear 
Tombstothe bodies, which they know not whete 
To finde, to thee pure ſhade of ſhades (for in - 
This mortal life no ghoſt could be more and 

- This monumental Paper I do vow, 

And thank God I've another habit now. 


—_ .. Aa 
_— —_— — " a—_—_— — 


To the Queen, 
Great Queen, 
\f _ tumults leſſen not, whoſe womb, we 
ee, 

Keeps the ſame method ſtill, the ſame decree ; 

And midſt the brandiſht ſwords, & trumpets voice 

Brings forth a Prince, a conqueſt £0 that noiſe. 
We 


a. 


_— 
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's | Wegreet the courageof your Births? and ſpy 
, Your Conſorts ſpirit dancing in your eye. 

Valour he ſhrouds in armour, you in vail ; 

You wraptin tiffany, and he in mail. 

The fair'ſt bloom might ſince che ſeaſons lour, 
Loſe all its ſcent, and-eurn a common flow'r : 
aws. | A ſtorm might blaſt the beauty of that brow, 
muſe, | And the freſh Roſe ſhrink from its glory now. 

7. | Bur there the conſtant flower in tempeſts gay, 
ty © þ As in the filentwhiſpers of the day, 
. | Can thrive in blaſts, and alike fruicfnl be, 
+ | WhenCharls in ſteel, or Charls in. robes you ſee, 
s | You ſmilea Mother, when the juſt King ſtands, . 
Or with a ſhow'r; or thunder in bis harids. 
| Thus you aloneſemed above all Jars, 

Turn noiſe to. Tunes, and lightning into Stars. 

iete | |... An Elegy on Ben. Johnſon, 
A P% of Princes, Prince of Poets (we, 

If to 4poblo, wellmay pray to thee.) ry. 
. |. Give Gloworms kaye to peep, who till thy nighe 
- | Could nor be ſeen; we darkened were with lighe ; 
— | For ſtars appearatter the fall o'th' ſun, | 
Is atthe leaſt modeſt preſumption. 
I've ſeen a great latnp lighted by the ſmall 
We | Spark of a flint found ina held, or wall ; 
| Our inner Verſe faintly may ſhadow forth 
; A dull refle&ion of thy glorious worth, 
ICC | Andlikea ſtatuehomely faſhion'd, raiſe 
. Some trophies tothy mem'ry, though not praiſe. 
Ne | Thoſc 
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Thoſe ſhallow Sirs; who want ſharp fight to look 
On the majeſtick ſplendor of thy book, | 
That rather chuſe to hear an Archy prate, 
Then the full-ſenſe of a learn'd Laureate ; 
May, when they ſee thy name thus plainly writ, 
Admire the ſolemn meaſure of thy wit, 

And like thy works beyond a gawdy ſhow 

Of boards and canvaſs, wrought by Inigo. 
Plough-men, who puzzled are with figures, come 
By allies to the reck'ning of a ſum, 

And milk-ſop heirs, which from their mothers lap 


Scarce trayell*d, know far Countreys by amap. /: | 
Shakeſpear may make griefs,merry Beaumonts ſtile | 


Raviſh and melt anger into a ſmile ; 

In winter nights, or after meals, they be, 

I muſt confeſs very good company ; 

But thou exa&'ſt our beſt hours induſtry, 

We may read them, we ought to ſtudy thee ; 

Thy ſcenes are precepts, every verſe doth give ' 

Counſel, and teach us, not to laugh, bur live. 
You that with towring thoughts preſume ſo high, 

(Swell*d wich a vain ambitious tympany) 

Todream on Scepters, whoſe brave miſchief calls 

Thebloud of Kings totheir laſt funerals, 

Learn from Sejanw his high fall, to proye 

To thy dread Soyereign a facred love , 

Let him ſuggeſt a reverend fear to thee, 

And may his Tragedy thy LeQure be ; 

Learn the compendious age of ſlippery power, 

That's builc on blood, and may one little _ 

each 


——_— _ 


it, 
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Teach thy bold raſhneſfs, that it is not ſafe, 

To build a kingdom on a Ceſars grave ; 

Thy plays were whipe and libell'd, onely *cauſe . 

| They'r good, and fayour of our Kingdoms Laws, 
Hiſtrio-Maſticks (lightning-like) doch wound 


-} Thoſe things alone that ſolid are and ſound, 


| Thus guilty merthate juſtice, ſo a glaſs, 
Is ſometimes broke for ſhewing a foul face ; 
There's none that wiſh thee rods,inſtead of bayes, 
But ſuch whoſe very hate addes to thy praiſe ; 
Let Scriblers (that writ poſt and yerfifie 
| With no more leaſure than we caſt a Dye) 
| Spur ontheir Pegaſus, and proudly cry, 
This verſe I made !'th' ewinkling of an eye ; 
oY Ws have done ſo , hadſt thou thoughe 
it fir, 
Bur 'cwas the wiſdom of thy Muſe to fit 
| And weigh each ſyllable,ſuffering nought to paſs, 
Bur what could be no better than it was ; 
Thoſe that keep pompous ſtate, ne're go in haſte , 
Thou went'ſt before them all though not ſo faſt ; 
While their poor cobweb-ſtuff finds as quick fate, 
As birth, and ſells like Alm'nacks out of date , 
The marbled glory of thy labour'd rhime 
Shall live beyond che Calender of time, 
Who will their Meteors 'boye thy Sun adyances, 
Thineare the works of Judgement , theirs of 
Chance, 
How this whole Kingdom's in thy debt, we have 
From others periwigs and paint, to ſave K 
| ur 
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Our ruin'd ſculls, and faces ; but to thee 

We owe our tongues, and fancies remedie, 
Thy Poems make us Poets, we may lack | 
(Reading thy book) ſtoln ſentences and Sack. ' 
He that can but one ſpeech of thine rehearſe, 
Whether he will or no, muſt make a verſe. 
Thus trees give fruit, the kernels of that fruit 
Do bring forth trees,which in more branchesſhoot 
Our Canting Engliſh (of it ſelf alone, 

I had almoſt ſaid 8 confuſion) 

Is now all harmony ; what we did ſay 

Before was tuning onely, this is play. 

Strangers who cannot reach thy ſenſe,willchrong 
To hear us ſpeak the accents of thy tongue, 

As unto birds that ſing : if*t be ſo go 


When heard alone, what is 't when underſtood !| 


Thou ſhalt be read as Claſſick Authours ; and 
As Greek and Latine taught in every land. 

The cringing Monſieur ſhall thy language vent, 
When he would melt his wench with complement 
Uſing thy phraſes, he may haye his wiſh, 

Of a coy Nun, withour an angry piſh ? 

And yet in all thy Poems there is ſhown 

Such chaſtity, that every line's a zone. 

Rome will confeſs that thou mak'ſt Ceſar talk 
M greater ſtate and pomp than he could walk ; 
Catalines tongue is the true edge of ſwords, 
We now nor onely feel, but hear thy words ; 
Who Tally in thy Idiom underſtands, 

Will ſwear that his Qrations are commands : 


POEMS. 6t 


| Butthat which coal with richer language dreſs 
"F The NG ſenſe, cannot thy words expreſs. 

'} HadIc 

'| Words above a&ion, matter aboye words, 


y own inyention, which affords 


| Tocrown thy merits, I ſhould onely be 


| Sumptuouſly poor, low in Hyperbole. 


Anather on Ben, Johnſon. 


WW ho firſt reform'd our ſtage with juſteſt Laws, 
And was the firſt beſt Juds in his own cauſe 


| | Who (when his a&ors trembled for applauſe) 


{ Could (with a noble confidence) prefer 

His own, by right, t a noble Theater , 

From principles, which he knew could not erre, 
Who to his fable did his perſon fic, 


!} Wich all the properties of Arr and Wit, 


And above alk that could be a&ed, writ. 


Who publick follies did to covert driye, 
Which he again could cunningly retrive, 
Leaving them no ground to reſt on and thrive, 


Here 7ohnſos lies, whom had I nanv'd before, 


| In that one words alone I had paid more, 


Than can be now, when plenty makes me poor. 


59 To bis Miſtriſs, T 
| COme (deareſt Falia) thou and I 
Will knit us in ſo ſtri& a tie, 
As ſhall with greater power ingage, 
Than feeblec of marriage ; 
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We will be friends, our thoughts ſhall go, 
Without impeachment, to and fro ; " 
The ſame defires ſhall elevate 

Our mingled fouls, the ſelf-ſame hate 
Shall cauſe a verhon, we will hear 

One ſymparhizing hope and fear ; 

And for to move more cloſe, we'l frame 
Our triumphs and our tears the ſame 2 
Yet will we ne're ſo grofly dare, 

As our ignobler ſelves to ſhare ; 

Let men defire like thoſe above, 

Spiritual forms, we'l onely love ; 

And tcach the ruder world to ſhame, 
When heat encreaſerh to a flame : 

Love's like a Landskip, which doth ſtand, 
Smooth at a diſtance, rough at hand. 


4 fight of the Ruines of St, Pauls. 
Omers vaſte Iliads found fo ſmall a Cell, - 


They rectuſe were to th' Cloyſter of a ſhell,} 


There fate attends, there ruine, Panls muſt be 
Unto it ſelf both Urn and Elepy ; 

But muſt the Marble from thy Cateaſe rent, 
Thy glory once, now turn thy Monument ? 

Can there no Sheet, nor Sear-cloath be allow'd, 
But thy own lead to be thy funeral-ſhroud : 
Since by their publick Votethis was thy door, 
Thou and Religionare to have one Tomb, 

And wrapt up in a heap of Ruines, lye 


Incomb'd i'ch' Center of an Anarchy; 
To. 


Muſt 
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[| Muſt thou thy elf, thy crumbled ſelf interre, 


And to thy ſelf he thy own Sepulcher , 
Nay, muſt thy Ruines too, inſtead of Verſe, 
Hang like dull Pendants on thy ſcatter'd Herſe ? 


| Sure when the Eaſtern Monarchs ſhook away 


The narrow circumſcription of their Clay, 
'Twasthought contrated mankinde did expire, 
And mix its aſhes with their tuneral Fire. 
Such Hecatombs of dying Tribes became 
Unto their Urns both Hecatomb and Flame ; 


'þ So now, the unhallow'd breath of ſtorms , have 


\ This Pile intoa rude Confuſion ; (thrown 
And from its aged head fierce Zeal hath torn 

' That rey'rent pomp which there ſo long was worn, 
That now its face appears like wither'd Care, 

Or wilder then the looks of Fevers are. 

All other Churches, which like leſſer Rayes, 


| Darted their light from this Sun's nobler blaze, 
| Did into order, and fair Figure Fall, 


| As tranſcripts drawn from this Original ; 


| Leſt chis ſad heap irs Funeral-righe ſhould lack, 


Each wears its Ruines like to ſolemn black ; 

Bur if this will not ſerve, the duſt of choſe 
"Which ſlumber in their ſilence and repoſe 

Of their cold Urns, will like an Earchquake ſwell, 
And break the gloomy Cloyſter of each Cell, 

| That treaſures up their drowhie clay, and make 

| All the Conyulſed Limbs of London ſhake, 

$o long until it drop one hekp, and be 


At once irs Mourner, Tomb, and Obſcquic- 
| -Þ A 
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A Relation of 4 Quaker , that to the [hame of by} 1 
Profeſſion , attempied 10 Buggar 4 Mare near} 4 
Colcheſter. 

Lt in the Land of Eſſex) Rol!'d upin wanton ſwines| 1 
NearCokbefter the get fleſh, b 
lous, | The ficad might bave crept} Þ 
On the (ide of a banck intothce, | 
Was play'd ſuch a prank, | Then falaeſs of gur J 

As would make a tone-horſe} Might bave made chee rut, 

jealous, And the devil (o have rid 


= ” HelpW#oodcok, Fox, &N ailor through thee, C 
vo For brotherGreen's a Scalion| Bar alas be bad becn feaſtelf} F, 
Now alas what bepe, With a Spiricual Collation | T 
Of converting the Pope, | By our frugal Mayor, 
When aQuaker curns Italian, Whecandine wich aPrayerf 
Unto our whole profeſſion, | And ſup with anExhortarion 
A (ſcandal twill be counted, |'T was meer impulſe of (picit,} T 
When 'tis talkt with diſdain} Though he us d the weaposf By 
St 


Among the profane, carnal, 
How brother Greez was| Filly foal quotb he, 
mounted. My Bride thou ſhalt be: | — 
And in the good time off Now bow chisis lawful,leata 
Chriſtmas, all. 
Which though the ſaints bave| For if no reſpe& of perſons 
damn'd all, Be due *mongſt the Sons of 
Yet when Cid they hear Adam, 
Of a damn'd Cavalier In a large extent, T| 
E're plaid ſuch a Chriftmas| Then ic may be meanc 
ambal ? That a Mare's as good 281 N, 
Had thy fleſh, O Green,been) Madam, It 
pamper'd (low'd,] Thenwithour moreceremon} A 


Wirh any Creature unba[-| Nor Bonner vail'd , nor lf (1, 
Had thou ſweerned thy] her, L 
Gums He cook her by force, * 
Wich Potrrage of Plumbs,| For beter for worſe, 1 
Or profanc minc'd Pyc badf}| And be ug'd ber like a Sift} Ar 
{wailow'd, | m—_ 
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Now when in ſuch a {addle 
A (aiac will needs be riding, 
Though I dare nor ſay 
*Tis a falling away, 
May there nor be (ome back- 
fliding ? 


No ſurely , quorbh Fames} 


Nailor, 
'T was bac an inſurce&ion 

Of che Carnal part, 

For a Quaker in hearc 
Can never loſe perfeRion. 
For (o our matters ceach us, 
The intenr being well dire- 

Qaed, 

Though the devil crapart 

The Adamical man, 

The Saint Rands uninfeRcd, 


But yet x Pagan Jury 
Still judges what's incended, 


—_— 
—— ſd 
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| Then fay what we tan, 


Brother Green's ou:warg 


man 
I fear will be fuſpended, 
And ow adopred Siſter 
Will finde no berrer quacier, 
Buc when bim we idroul 
For a Saiac, Filly Faal 
Shal paſs at leaſt for a martyr 
Now Rome chat fpiricual 
Sodom, 
No longer is thy debrer, 
O Colcheſter now 
Who's Sodom buc thou, 
Bven according to the letter? 
oodcok, Fox, &N atlor 
ForbrotherGreen's a Stallion 
Now alas what hope 
Of converting the Pope, 


When aQuaiker curns Italian, 


— 


— — 


Upon 4 Talkative Woman. 


_— Beldam Ugly, thou'le not finde 
W ears bottles for enchanted winde ; 
. | That breath of thine can onely raiſe 

4 28:4 New ſtorms, anddiſcompoſe the Seas. 

It may (afliſted by thy clatter) 

A Pigmzan army ſcatter ; 

Or move, withont the ſmalleſt ſtrain. 


Loretto's Chappet once ag 


atn, 


And blow St. Goodrich, while he prayes, 


Site} And knows not what it is he ſaves. 
Non} * F 2 


And 
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And help falſe Latine with a hem, 
From Finkley to Jeruſalem, 

Or in th' Pacifique Sea ſupply 

The winde that Nature doth deny. 
. What, do'{t chou think I can retain 
All this, and ſpout it out = 2 
As a ſurcharged whale doth ſpew 

Old rivers, to receive in new : 

Thou art deceiy'd, even #ol's cave, 

That canall other blaſts receive, 

Would be too ſmall to let in thine ? 

How then thefe narrow ears of mine ? 
Defe@& of Organs may with me pals, 
.By chance to pillorize an aſle ; 

Yet ſhould I ſhake his ears, they'd be 

Not long enough to heark to thee. 

Yet if thou haſt a minde to hear, 

How high thy voices merits are ; 

Go ſerye the States, thou'lt uſetul come, 
And have the pay of eyery Drum, 

Or trudge to Utrecht, there out-run 

Dame Scuermons ſcore of tongues with one. 
But pray be ſtill, for I do ſwear 

No torment's like that of the ear, 

O let me when I chance to dye 

In Vulcan's Anvil buried lie, 

Rather then hear thy vongue once knell, 
That Tom of Lincoln and Boy-bell. 


the 
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The ſecond Part of the Scots Apoſtacy. 


O helpleſs Virgins, teach ſome calmer breaſt 

To ſing a Peanat a Marriage-feaſt, 
Inſpire ſome pewling Lover, or with ſome 
Sad friend weep forth an Eprcedium. 
To theſe you may be welcome, but God wor, 
You have not gaul enough to name a Scor. 

I muſt invoke the Furies to awake 
My rage, and impeach letter with a ſnake : 
Help, help good Enyo, thou whodoſt delighr 
In blood and ſhughter, fill my veins withtpice, 
Prompt thou my dull invention, and diſperſe 
Some potent venom trough 'my Bafilick-verſe, 
Thar ſo my breath may blaſt them, and each word 
Do execution like the Halls-man's ſword, 
Were my tongue forkt, and dipped like my mind, 
In poiſon, thongh I left the ſting behind, - 
Scots, you ſhould feel ic, you my ſcorpion rhimes 
Should reach, though juſtice cannot reach your 
crimes, ' 

How my fleſh trembles ! oh you curſed brood 
Of Cain and Fudas, fatted with the blood 
Of innocents, how long will heaven permit 
Your devilliſh arr, or you to praQ@ice it ? 
Sleeps the man Falſe, or forbears 
Onely for want of Executioners ? 
'Tis ſo you have eſcap'd, becauſe no curſe 


Can be ſo great, but you deſerve a worle, 
F 3 Your 
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Your fins have ſav'd you,pray you take them home 
'Tis more then innocence could do by ſome ; 
Yet you have got a ſtrange prerogative, 
That which condemns yon, makes you now alive, 
And thqugh belike the Hang-man he can draw 
No blood, bunt what is forferted by Law, 
Yet 'tis no humble honour that you deign 
Obſervant of theſe Partians diſcipline, 
Who dare aſhrm that Scots did neyer yer, 
Before their thievery, did carn their meat : 
Thus hopefully bronght up, at length you got 
A way how to out-go the Powder-plor ; 
For had'that praRiſe undiſcover'd ſt@od, 
Some bad had likewiſe periſht with the good : 
Bur you, right Imps of Satan, onely bent 
Your malice to betray the innocent, | 
Making'the Jews your pattern, letting paſs ' 
Sentence on Chriſt, and ſparing Barrabas. 
Nor could the meaner rank of 'men ſyſtce 
Your treachery, thence profit none could riſe ; 
For what you had yon'd ſeem to have forgot 
The deviliſh Maxims of 1ſcarior, Shes 
Theyzrand' profeſſor of your do&rine, you, 
As he fold his, have ſold your Maſter too. 
May be you thought like 7oſephs brethren, thus 
By felling him to make him glorious : 
Hell take your craft, 'twas Fudas tanghe you this, 
How to betray your Maſter witha'Kiſs : 
This is a fin could not be pattern'd by 
Tie worſt examples of fell Tyranny. 
When 


me 
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When as incenſed Cataline, whoſe breath 

Breathed it, preſcrib'd the City noughe but death. 

When in his proud conceit Rome ſeem'd to burn, 

And did all rcally drop into its Urn. 

The raviſht Virgins ſlain, beaſtly deſire 

wm quencht with blood, to quench that Goddeſs 

C5 

Yet her impious thoughts did not prevail 

$o far, to ſet the Senators to ſale. 

I muſt commend your plain fore-fathers way, 

Who weary of their Prince, did onely ſlay 

His perſon, and then ſtraight did cluſe a new, 

They never murthered the Title too ; 

Yet were they counted Traitors in choſe times, 

But oh ! what diſproportions in your crimcs ? 

Their hate was finite, dying in his fall, 

They kill'd ; yours infanite, and ſtrikes at all : 

Not onely endangering your Princes healtlt, 

But even murthering Majeſty it ſelf. 

They oft gave money to be rid of one, 

Bur you take money, that you might have none ; 

And yet Religion muſt become the vail 

To coyer your Enormities withal, 

When truth can witneſs that you never knew 

More of Religion then the-name comes to0. 

Oh monſtrous times ! more monſtrous men, who 
force 

Heavens faireſt childe to be ſins ſtalking-herſe ! 

Could not the ſacred name of King reſtrain 


Your avarice from ſuch impious gain ? 
F 4 No, 
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No, were the name of ſo much worth to you, 
The name had been made mercenary too ;.- - 
For to ſuch bold attempters as dare frame 

A ſenſeleſs Idol of the faving name 

Of Jeſus: *ewere an ealie thing 

To makea Tyrant of the name of King : 
And ſo with the ſame colour Brute once ſent 
The very Title into baniſhment. 

You bruits may do the like, and make a room 
Ac leaſt of this, though nothing elſe at home, 
A cruel, faithleſs Nation, never true, 

But co your ſelves, I ſhould think Cowards too, 
Bur that I ſee you dare in freſh deeds ſporr 
After this Crime, and fear no vengeance for't. 


The Definition of a ProteGor, 


\ Hat's a ProteGor ? He's a ſtately thing, 

Thar Apes it in the non-age of a King, 
A Tragick Aor, Ceſar ina Clown, 
He's a braſs Farthing ſtamped with a Grown. 
A. Bladder blown with others breath puft full, 
Not the Perillus, but Perillus Bull. 
Zſops proud Aſs yail'd in the Lions skin, 
An outward Saint lin'd with a devil within. 
An FEceho whence the Royal ſound doth come, 
Bur juſt as a Barrel-head, ſounds like a drum. 
Fantaſtick image of the Royal Head, 
The Brewers, with the Kings Arms, quartered : 
He is a counterfeited Piece, that ſhows 
Charls his Effigies with a Copper Noſe. 

In 


ed: 
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In fine; he's one we muſt ProteRor call, 


71 


From whom the King of kings proteR us all. 


pore 9 RL o pmerc, 8. 


Anagram. 


——_— 


Upon the new Invention of Flying with Chymicall 


—— 


Magick, with 4 Deſcription of his Caſtle of Com- 


fort. 


Ell us no more of Icarw, 


| Of Hyppogryph, or Pegaſm, 


Or of Menippus journeyings 

With Eagles, and with Vultures wings, 
Nor of the Ganz.a's, which did ſoon 
Tranſport Don Diego to the Moon.” - 
Theſeare inventions old and ſtale, 
The dull effe&s of muddy Ale , 

For we have got a newer trick, Sir, 


| Which far out-does the fam'd Elixir, 


Give us a man in bulk as yaſte, 

As th* Tun at Heidelberg i'ch* waſte, 
Or greater if it well may be 

Then Garagantu's twoor three, 

We'l ſo calcine him, that he ſhall 

Even become Aerial. 

Give us an Hoſteſs fat and dull, 

With Guts at leaſt a Dung-cart full, 
Whoſe Corps appears in outward ſhow, 
Juſt like a lump'of leayen'd Dough, 
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We can by Spirits, and by Art 
Eyaporate her carnal part. 
And make her mount the Welkin blew, 
A way that never any knew. 
About the middle of Long-Aker, 
(If I be nor a great miſtaker) 
A noble high builc Caſtle ſtands, 
Which far and near the Coaſt commands : 
A Lion Couchant guards the door, 
Whichthough he gapes, yer doth not roar, 


And though his teeth may chance to fright you, | 


Yet you may enter, he*] not bite you. 
Here, here ſprings that Celeftial Fount, 
Which makes both ſouls and bodies mount. 
The great Commander of this Fort, 
Tells you in earneſt, not in ſport. 

That heretofore his total weight 

Was full three hundred ſans deceit, 

But ſince he inthis place did fix, 

*Tis but two hundred thirty fax, 
Quickly he could put off this load, 

Bur finding yet that his aboad 

Unto the world is neceſſary, 

He is content a while to tarry. 

But when dull mortals ſhall begin, 

By cheir ingratitude and fin 

To fright him hence, then in a trice 
He'l fly away by this device. 

Have you not ſeen *th* moneth of May, 
An ezg bv force of Phabus ray * 
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Drawn from the earth; fill'd with a few 
Colle&ed drops of morning-dew ? 
Can Dew do this? and ſhall nor we 
Believe more volarility 
To be in Spirits ſublimate ? 
Yes that we will, in ſpite of fate. - 
Beſides, the ſtones which Mongibel 
Diſgorges from che mourh of hell, 
Are ſo calcin'd, that at their fall, 
They'1not in water fink at all. 
Can Ztna's flames do thus to ſtones ? 
And do we thinkthat fleſh and bones 
May not by amore ſabrile fire, 
Be raiſed to perfe@ion higher ? 
If bodies all compoſed be 
Of Sulphur, Salt, and Mercury, 
Eafie it is by Chymick skill 
To make the fix'd Salt yolaril ; 
Which being done, for company 
The other will together flye. 
This is the way, and onely this, 
Who ever hits it, cannot miſs. 

Come then ingenious ſouls that may 
By this diſcovery, finde a way 
To ſeek new worlds above the ſphears, 
And pull Endimion by the ears. 
Let France and Spain enjoy their Wine, 
We have a Liquor more divine, 
Which by the learneds approbation 
Is call'd A Cup of Conſolation. 

T his 
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This, this will make you monnt the skies, 
Like nimble winged Mercuries; | 
For who the operation feels - 

Of chis, hath wings in's head and heels. 


The Coachman of St. James'es. 


pk. whip again ? Away, 'tis to0 abſurd, 
That thou ſhould(t laſh with whip-cord now, 
but ſword. | 

I'm pleas'd to fancy how the glad Compa& - 

Of Hackney-Coachmen ſnear at-the laſt 4, 

Hark how the ſcoffing concourſe hence derives 

The Proverb, Needs muſt go when th' devil drives, 

Yonder a Whipſter cries, *Tis a plain caſe, 

He turn'd us our, to put himfelf i'th' place ; 

But God-a mercy horſes once, for ye 

Stood to'r, and turn'd him our, as well as we. 

Another, not behinde them with his mocks, 

Cries out, Sir, faith you were in the wrong box, 

He did preſume to rule, becauſe forſoorh 

Ha's been a Horſe Commander from his youth 

Bur he muſt know there's difference in the rains 

Of horſes fed with oats, and fed with grains. 

I wonder at his frollick, for be ſure 

Four pamper'd Coach-horſes can ſling a Brewer; 

But Pride will have a fall;ſuch the worlds courſe is, 

He that can rule three Realms, can't guide fout 
Horſes. 

See him that trampled thouſands in their gore, 

Diſmounted by a party, but of four, 


But 


Py 4 JJ wo Frm rl, *. >” Lol } mp4 had had yy 


1 4 A A 


IoW, 


POEMS. 75 


. '| But we have done with't, and we may him call, 


In's driving Febu, Phaeton in's fall : 
I would to God for theſe three Kingdoms fake, 
His neck, and not the whip had giyen the crack. 


On Black Eyes, 


N faith, *cis true, I am in love, 
'Tis your black eyes have made me o ; 

My reſolutions they remove, 
And former niceneſs oyerchrow. 

2. Thoſe glowing char-coals ſet on fire 
A heart, that former flames did ſhun, 
Who as Heretick unto defire 
Now's judg'd to ſuffer Martyrdom. 

3. But beauty, fince it is thy fate, 
Ar diſtance thus to wound ſo ſure, 
Thy vercues I will imicate, 
And ſee if diſtance prove a cure. 

4. Then farewel Miftriſs, farewel Love, 
Thoſe lately entertain'd defires, 
Wiſe men can from that plague remove ; 
Farewel black eyes, and farewel fires. 

$: If ever I my heart acquit 
Of thoſe dull flames, Ile bid a Pox 
On all black eyes, and ſwear they'r fit 
For nothing but a Tinder-box. 


In Nuptias Principis Auranchii & D. Mariz 
filiz Regis Angliz. 
_ Refert noftris terr« baſfiſſe bataungs, 
Atque unyum qvondam geniibm eſſe ſalum z 
Oceanunme 
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Occanumgue, duas qui nunc interiuit orgs, 
Flufibms baud ſcmper difſecuifſe ſmis. 
Migras in biftoriam fueras que febuls,; radh, 
Oceannſque ruo jam 1andem pulſus amore eſt 3 
Es cedunt flemmyis, portius & nnde tuir ; 
Dim populns popul procus eft, paſſuſque ſagittas 
N ubentis fimilt principh igne caler, 
Et tua dum nofir«s ſociant ſponſalia dexiras 1 
Connubii tandem fadera nomen babens« 
Non [ponſam, Fateor, paribus 1atalibus 4quis, 
Nec femiles thalamos fers fomileſue thoras ; 
Nec te tam magnis jatias @ Regibus ortum, 
Nec ſtirpem decorant Regnater-ampla ruant : 
Haud tamen accedis minor ; eft pro ſanguine virtua, 
<Buodgque illi Felix, dat tibi forte genus. 
Par Sceptris Patris Gladins, tibi Femmare bells 
eAuxit, @ antiquis Regibm aqua dedit. 
Par tus Regali vitrix domus, binc quoque nobis 
Majorum faith Imperialis ades. 
Er licent in dotem ſponſe non porrigis Indos, 
Sed plures conjux ferret [berus opes ; 
Gallus & in thalamos Rueret magis aureus, &f tt 
Ex arc vincat Natio mults ſui : 
Tu tamen in dotem patris clars arma miniftirans 
Ferrato in ow wg =—_ ru 3 . 
lior & ſors eft Indis, adferretri 05, 
i poſſeſſo vim Iberms adeft. YE 
Cujus «d Ereptum, plus eft qudd naſceris, Aurum, 
am natum 3 Gemina eſt India cayte, tus. 
Ferſqus polo coflum, tives, ſub utroque metallum 5 
Et cadit in fiſcum ſol, oriturque, tuum ; 
Dun totics tibi vefat opes Hiſpania villas ; 
Cedit & in cenſus annua prada tus. 
'Naſceris, (F puerum gens ſpoliate timet, 
GE ratique metus nutrit, verſatque coxv0s ; 
Arque annis fingir damna future tis, 
Amicipatgue 3402, Infantja lats, *riumphor, 
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Dum tenero fortis Spires in ore Pater, 

us ſus bells, two cernet, ſed mollis, wulty ; 
Miſceturque tuls Marie Cupido genk, 
Hic gemins oppofotis vibrantur vulners telis, 
({\urris 4d bac conjux, hoſtis & ills fugit. 


— — 


Upon the Marriage of the young Prince of Orange 
with the Lady Mary. 


E are no longer Iſland, ſpeedily 

Cement theſe hands, PricR ; theſe our Iſthmus be, 
Nor does the Sea divide ws, but's become 
Our Wedding Ring, Type of our Union. 
Yer wedding's a too private Rtile, for this 
Nor a plain mortal Match, but a League is 
A League char ſhall Ingoeproma theſe two 
Nations, and that third which ſhal} ſpring from you, 
Make hafte then and prevent your years, we all 
_ till we may the Belgian, Coufin call. 
While thus you couple young, you ſcem to be 
Eſpous'dgnot by conſent, bur ſympathy. 
And like che Vine and Elme ſecure from firife, 
Imbrace as born, not 2s made man and witfe. 
And you may like the Vine too mulriply, 
Thar be, who (hall (ymme up your Progeny 
May be perſwaded that you did bring forth 
Not !wins, but cluſters ; while their Native worth 
Ant: «dares breeding, and yolr ifſues are 
Bach Babe a ſuckirg Heror , Infanr Scar ; p 
But wiy do I theſe needleſs fancies vent ? 
Your Marriage is an AR of Parliament, 
The Scate's your Prieſt: your people too, who (ce 
You vored cbus, chus fign'd, think you to be 
Nor wedded but enaRted, and do fince 
Acknowledge you are gow both Law and Prince, 
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Another upon the ſame. 

'MF"\Is vain to wiſh them jJoyes ; nor is it meet 

Verſes ſhould pray,changing to knees their 
This were the cry,God help you,to a Saint, (feet, 
Can fulneſs fail, or glorious bodies faint ? 
Votes are for meaner wed-locks, where there is 
Some doubt or hazzard of a laſting bliſs ; 
But now ſach labour's equally unwiſe, 
As is the Prieſ{t's that prayes for's Deities ; 
Bleſſings are proper to this Union, 
As heat to fire, or light is tothe Sun ; 
Nor is't a wonder, for the Prince did wooe 
Not Birth, Age, Beauty, but Religion roo: 
Here faith 8 reaſon courts,this match doth prove 
Wiſdom in Youth, and Policy in Love. 
Some Bridegrooms (like the days) all Nations try 
And cheapen every toy before they buy. 
When one is onely worthy, and worth all 
Thoſe that were rivals for the golden balf, 
He could not look on more, without offence, 
A thirſt of choice had thwarted providence. 
The Theban hearth could not divide theſe flames 
Which burnt through all the Seas , *ewixt Rhyne 

and Thames, 
Nor were their hearts link'd by the painters hand, 
Or Legates voice, ſuch bonds are ropes of ſand; 
They their own Councel, happier ſteps have trod, 
Who nor ſalute the Image, but the God, 
Should he haye had a ſpeaker, who (tho young) 
Carries an ord'red Babel in his tongue ? k 
r 
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Or ſhould her beauty in faint colours lie, 

When there's no Tablet worthy bur his eye 2 

This Sun and Moon may ſafely joyn their lips, 

Who by.their nearneſs baniſh all Eclipſe. 

Their flames & flow'rs (ftoln-kiſſes like) do make 

Equal amends, and at once give and take. 

Here are ſuch emulous beauties, that ſome do 

Think them unired in one body too, 

$o that our eyes ſee double, as a face; 

Though finglein the fleſh, is rwo i'th* glaſs, 

And 't muſt be ſo ; unleſs that's now confeſt, 

Which once was folceciſm, that both are beſt, 

Andeach.is all ; which large perfeQions are 

Beyond our hopes and faiths, as well as prayer : 

Thus chen, here's nothing wanting, yet we may; 

Althouglvnot for them, to them humbly pray. 

Grant then Illuftrious Prince (for we do yow 

To know no Nuptial Deity but you) 

Grant us ourboon; although your abler parts 

Make this a truer marriage of the Acts, 

Yer through your Exclid by, and onely look 

Toth' propoſitions of your living book, 

And you'l conclude truth doth more clearly lie 

There, then i'thmaxims of Philoſophy. 

Meaſure o're all her limbs, and you will ſee 

No ſuch proportions in Geometry, 

Inſtead of heayens rude Globes, ſurvey her eyes, 

There lurks no Snake, or Scorpion in thoſe skies. 

You'l there finde richer ſphears,and bluſhing tell 

How in thoſe points Angels, like you, do dwell. 
G Sincs 
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Since ſhe today made you a number, ery 

Paft of one Art alone to multiply, - 

Think of no TaRticks , but of thoſe whichare 
Read in the martial'd orders of her hair. 
Thongh you with vitory have Armies led, 

*T was not (0 great a Triumph asto wed, 

Such fetters will increaſe your liberty ; 

Count not theſe bonds amongſt your Armory. 
Thus priſons prove ſtrong forts,and foes are fait 
The ſecond time, now by a capciye chain, 

And you (moſt gracious Lady, who alone 
Are all the Goddefles we call upon) F 
Wear not too many Pearls, unleſs it be 
Upon a day of ſad Humility. 

When you keep Masks, or celebrate a Feaſt, 

If you'd be rich, or glorious, come undreſt, 
Gems do but hide ſparks of a brighter hew, 

T hoſe that are Stars to ſome, are Clouds to you; 
Think of no Jewel, but the Union 

T hat which the Prieſt, not Ladies did put on, 
And then you'l finde true luſtre; eyes are dim, 
And weary with the light, but not of him; (Known 
When you have made his Armes your ſeat , bet 
*Tis todebaſe your ſelf, ro fit ich” Throne, 


An Epitaph on Ben. Johnſon. 


5 + — Muſes faireſt Light in nodark time, 
The Wonder of a learned Age , the Line 
Which none can paſs, the moſt proportion'd wit 
To Nature, the beſt Judge of what was fit _ 
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The deepeſt, plaineſt, higheſt, cleareſt pen ; 
The yoice moſt Eccho'd by confenting men ; 
te. | The ſoul which anſwer'd beſt to all, well faid 
' | By others, and which moſt requital made, 
Tun'd to the higheſt key of ancient Rome, 
Returning all her Muſick with his own ; - | 
In whom with Nature, Study claim'd a part; 
F- | Yet who unto himſelf ow'd allchis Art + - 
Here lies Ben, Fohnſon, every Age will look 
With ſorrow here, with wonder on his Book. 


————no— th. 
— 


On one that was deprived of his Tefticles. 
Hou Neuter Gender ! whom a Gown 
Can make 4 woman, Breeches none 
Created one thing, made another, 
Not a Sifter, ſcarce a Brother : 
a Jack of both ſides, that miay bear, 
'0U;ÞOra diſtaff, or a ſpear, 
If ehy fortune thither call, 
» fÞbethe Grand Signiors General, 
Or if thou faney not that Trade, 
Turn th* Suletana's Chamber-maid ; 
A Medal where grim Mars turn'd right; 
Proves a ſmiling Aphrodite ; 
How doth Nature quibble, either 
He, or ſhe, boy, girl, or neither. 
Lice| [hou may'ſt ſerve great Fove inſtead 
1 wit Ot Hebe both and Ganymed : 
w | _ both ſtern and _ cheeks bare, 
at ſtill do onely promiſe hair, 
Tis com Oid 
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Old Cybele the firſt inall 
This humane predicamental ſcale, 
Why ſhould ſhe chuſe her Prieſts ro be 
Such Individuums as ye ? 

Such inſe&a's, added on 

To creatures by ſubſtraion, 

In whom Nature claims no part, 

Ye onely being words of Arr, 


— 


To bis Miſtriſs, 
\f Hat myſtery is this ? tha I ſhould finde 
My blood,in kitſing you,to ſtay behinde; 
'T was not for want of ' colour, that requir'd 
My blood for paint : no Dye could be defir'd 
On that fair cheek, where Scarlet were a ſpot, 
And where the Juyce of Lillies but a blot : 
If at the preſence of a murtherer, 
The wound will bleed, and tell the cauſe is there, 
A touch will do much more ; eyen ſo my heart, 
When ſecretly it felt your killing dart, 
Shewed it in blood,which yet doth more complain, 
Becauſe it cannot be ſo toucht again, 
This wounded heart, to ſhew its love moſt true, 
Sent forth a drop, and wrote its minde to you ; 
V Vas ever paper half ſo white as this ? 
Or wax ſo yielding to the printed kiſs ? 
Or ſeal fo ſtrong ? no letter e're was writ, 
That could the Authours minde ſo truly fit : 
For though my ſelf to forreign Countreyes fie, 
My blood defires ro keep you company ; F 
ere 
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Here I could ſpill it all, thus I can free 
My enemy from blood, though ſlain I be , 
Bur ſlain I cannot be, nor meer with ill, 
Since, but to you, I have no blood to ſpill, 


The Puritan. 


Ith face and faſhion to be known, © 
\f For one of ſure ele&ion, 
With eyes all whice, and many a grone, 
With neck aſide to draw in tone, 
With harp in's noſe, or he is none. 

See anew Teacher of the town, 

O the town, O che towns new Teacher, 
With pate cut ſhorter than the brow, 
With little ruff ſtarch'd you know how, 
With cloak like Paul, no cape I trow, 
With Surplice none ; but lately now, 
With hands to thump, no knees to bow, 

See a new Teacher, &c. 
With coz'ning cough, and hollow cheek, 
To "un —_ every weck, 
With paltry change of and to eke, 
With ſome ſmall Hebrew, and no Greek, 
Tofinde out words, when ſtuff's to ſeek, 

See a new Teacher, &c. 
With ſhop-board hrecding, and intruſion, 
Wich ſome Outlandiſh Infiturion, 
With Urſin's Catechiſm to muſe on, 
With Syſtems merhod for confuſion, 
Wich grounds ſtrons laid of meer illaſion. 
See a new Teacher, &c. With 


24 POEMS. 


With Rites indificrent all damned, 
And made unlawful, if commanded, 
Good warks of Popery down banded, 
And Moral Laws from him eſtranged, 
Except the Sabbath {till n chang 
See a new Teacher, &c. 
With ſpeech unthought, quick revelation, 
With boldneſs in predeſtination, 
With threats of abſolute damnatien, 
For Tea and Nay hath ſome ſalyation, 
For his own Tribe, not every Nation, 
See a new Teacher, &c. 
With afcer licence coſt a crown, 
When Biſhop new had put him down, 
With tricks call'd repeticion, 
And dodrine newly brought to town, 
Of teaching men to hang and drown, 
See a new Teacher, = 
With fleſh-provifion to keep Lent, 
With ſhelves of Sweer-meats often ſpent, 
Which new Maid bought, old Lady ſent, 
Though to be ſay'd a poor preſent 
Yet Legacies aſſure the event, 
See anew Teacher, Cc. 
With Troops expeQing him at th' door, 
That would hear Sermons, and no more 
With noting tools, and ſighs great ſtore, 
With Bibles great to turn them o're, 
While he wreſts places by the ſcore. 
Seca new Teacher, &c, 
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Wich running Text, the nam'd forſaken, 
With For and But, both by ſenſe ſhaken, 
Cheap doarines forc'd, wild Uſes taken, 
Both ſometimes one, by mark miſtaken, 


- | With any thing to any ſhapen, 


See a new Teacher, c. 
With new wrought Caps, againſt the Canon, 
For taking cold, though ſure he have none ; 
A ſermons end, where he began one, 
A new hour long, when's glaſs had run one, _ 
New Uſe, new Points, new Notes to ſtand on. 
See a new Teacher, &c. | 


The Flight. 
My Lelis ſtay, 

And run not thus like a young Roe aways 
No enemy 

Purſues thee (fooliſh Girl) 'ris onely I, 
Te keep off harms, 

If thouw'lr be pleas'd to garriſon mine arms z 
What, doſt thou fear 

Ple turn a Traitor ? may theſe Roſes here 
To paleneſs ſhread, 

And Lillies ſtand diſguized in new red. 

' If thatI ay 

A ſnare, wherein thou wouldſt not gladly ſtay ; 
See, ſee the ſun 

Does ſlowly to his Azure Lodging run, 
Come, fit bur here, 

And preſently he'l quit our! Hemiſphere ; 
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So ſtill, among 
Lovers, time is too ſhort, or elſe to0 long ; 
Here will we ſpin 
Legends for them that have Loves martyrs bin ; 
Here on this plain, 
We'l talk Narciſſus to a flower again : 
Come here, and choſe 
On which of theſe proud plats thou wouldſt re- 
Here may*{t thou ſhame (poſe, 
The ruſty Violets with the crimſon flame 
Of either cheek, 
And Primroſes, white as thy fingers ſeek, 
Nay, thou may'ſt prove, 
That mans moſt noble paſſion is to love. 
To 4 Lady that wrought a Story of the 
Bible in Needle-work, 
(ou we judg here,moſt vertuous madam,then 
Your needle might receive praiſe from our pen 
But this our want bereaves ic of that part, 
Whil'it to admire, and thank is all our art, 
The work deſerves a ſhrine : I ſhould rehearſe 
Its glory in a ſtory not in verſe; - 
Colours are mixed ſo ſubr'ly, that thereby 
Theſtrength of Art doth take and cheat the eye, 
At once a thouſand we can gaze upon, 
But are deceiy'd by their tranſition, 
What touches is the ſame,beam takes from beam 
The next ſtill like, yer diff ring in the extrear; 
Here runs this cra&, whither we ſee that tends, 
Put cannot ſay, Here this, or there that a 
Thus, 
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Thas, while they creep inſenſibly, we doubt, 


4} Whether the one pow'rs not the other out. 
| Faces ſo quick and lively, that we may 


Fear, if we turn our backs, they'l ſteal away 

Poſtures of grief ſo true, that we may ſwear 

Your artful finger have wrought Paſſion there ; 

View we the Manger and the Babe, we thence 

Believe the very Threds have innocence ; 

Then on the Croſs, ſuch love, ſuch orief 1 we find, 

As *ewere the Tranſcript of our Saviours mind, 

Fach parcel ſo expreſlive, each o fit, (writ 3 : 

Thar the whole ſeems not ſo much wrought as 

Tis ſacred Text all, we may quote, and thence, 

Extra& what may be paſs'd in our defence, 

Bleſt mother of the Church, bein the liſt 

Reaſon'd with four, a She-Evangeliſt, 

Nor can the ſtile be prophanation, when 

The Needle may conyert more than the Pen, 

When faith may come by ſeeing, and each leat, 

Rightly perus'd, prove Goſpel to the deaf : 

Had not that Helen haply found the Croſs, 

By this your work you had repair'd that lols. 

Tell me not of Penelope, we do 

See a web here more chaſte and ſacred too. 

Where are ye now, O women, ye that ſowe 

Temptations, lab'ring to cxpreſs the bowe 

Of the blinde Archer ? yethat rarely ſer 

To pleaſe your Loves, a Ven in a net ? 

Turn your skill hither, then we ſhall, no doubr, 

Sce the Kings daughter glorious too without; 
Women 
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Women ſow'd onely fig-leaves hitherto. 
Eyes nakednels is onely cloath'd by you. 


—— — — —— — ——— 


To the King. 


He Prince hath now an equal, and may ſee 
A fellow to his ſports, as great as he : 
Nor need he leſſen birth, or tall from ſtate, 
Or be depos'd to an Aſſociate ; 
Or elſe to fir companions to his play, 
Need lay your Scepter or your Crown away. 
And now you may behold, Sir, by your fide, 
Your Royal ſelf grown more, and mulcipli'd, 
And thoſe paſt years, before and fince your raign, 
May in your Children ſee liv'd o're again 
Who are your Emblems ; and though none be free 
From fate, yet you in them immortal be : 
And whil't we may preſerve you living thus, 
When e're you die, you not depart from us ; 
Your ſons well keep moſt of you from the grave, 
So,though we change,we.no new King ſhall haye, 
You onely will be varied ; asa grain 
Loſt in a Harveſt, more returns again. 
And though perchance we cannnot ſay like thoſe, 
Who are Heirs to their fathers eyes or noſe, 
Report his look, and are fo juſtly tac'c 
Like him, as if they were not born but caſt, 
That all theſe ſigns we in the Princes finde, 
Yet ſure, there is more likeneſs in their minde, 
Which you conveyed them through their mother, 
Even thus did trayel with youx vertues too, vo _ 
IC 
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Which to deſcend to our dull ſenſe and earth, 
Comes to us intheir ſhapes, and ſuffer birth. 
And be your off-ſpring, who when Chronicle 
Is all we have, and Annals onely tell 

Your deeds and aQions, and when men ſhall look 
And ſee the Prince and Duke do all the book, 
And live your Royal Rory, and that all 

Which you did well, was but prophetical, 

Will not bethonghe as your poſterity, 

Bur you in them will your Succeſlor be, 


— 
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* Tothe Puecen, upon the Birth of her 
firſt Daughter. 


Frer the Princes birth, admired Queen, 
Had you prov'd barren,you had fruitful bin; 

And in one Heir born to his fathers place 
And royal minde, had brought us forth a race ; 
But we, who thought we wiſht enough to ſee 
A Prince of Wales, have now a progeny : 
And you being perfe& now, have learnt the way 
To be with Childe as oft as we can pray. 
$o that henceforth, we need no altars vex 
With empty yows; being heard in either Sex; 
Nor have we all our Kingdoms incenſe try'd 
So many years onely to be deny'd. 
We no deſires but thankful off rings bring, 
That bearing many, you prefer the King, 
And to us yet have but one daughter ſhown; 
Who elſe had been che Original alone. 
| Without 
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Without a Copy : for the ſhapes we ſee 

In tables of you but hright errours be ; 

Nor could we hope Art could beget an Heir 
To that ſweet form, unleſs your ſelf did bear 
Your Portraiture, and in a daughter ſhew, 
That of your ſelf, which yet no Painter drew, 
Who with his ſubtle hand and wiſeſt skill 
Hath hicherto bur {triv'd to draw you ill , 
And when he takes his Pencil from your look, 
Find's colours make you but a piece miſtook, 


And ſo paints treaſon, nor would haye pretence 


To ſcape, but that he limmes a fair pretence : 
But in the Princeſs you are writ ſo plain 

And true, that in her you were botn again, 
And when we ſee you both together plac't, 
You are your daughter, onely grown in haſte, 
In both we may the ſelf-ſame graces ſee, 

Bur that they yet in her but Infant be, 

Not woman beauties, nor will we deſpair 

The Prince and Duke of York have equal ſhare 
In your perfe&ions, which, though they divide, 
Make them both Prince enough by th* mothers 


Whoſe compoſition is ſo clear and good, (fide: 


TT hat we can ſee diſcourſes in vour blood, 
And underſtand your body, ſo refin'd, 

Thar of you might be born a ſoul or mind, 
O may you ſill he fruicful, and begin 
Henceforth to make our year by lying in. 
May we have ſtore of Princes, and they live 


Till Heraulds doubt wha ticles they ſhould > 
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To this, may you be young (till, and no other 
Signs of more age found in you, but a Mother. 


Upon one that Preacht in 4 Cloak, 


Aw you the Cloak at Church to day, 
The long worn ſhort Cloak lin'd with Say? 

What had the man no Gown to wear ? 

Or wasthis ſent him from the Mayor ? 

Orig the'Cloak which Nixon brought 

To trim the Tab, where Golledge taught ? 

Or can this beſt conceal his lips, 

And ſhew Commuinion-fitting hips ? 

Or was the Cloak St. Pauls ? if fo, 

With ic he found che Parchments too ; 

Yes, verily, for he hath been 

With mine Hoaſt Gaiws, at the new Inne ; 

A Gown (God bleſs us) trails o'th floor, 

Like th' Pettjcoat o'th' Scarler Whore, 

WholC 'arge ſtiff plates, he dare confide, 

Ace ribs from Antichriſts own fide : 

A mourning cope if it look to th* Eaſt, 

Is the black Surplice of the Beaſt. 


A Song of SACK, 
'&yy+ let us drink away the?ime, 
A Pox upon this pelcing rime, 
When Wine runs high, wit's inthe prime : 
Drink and ſtout Drinkers, are true Joyes, 
Odde Sonnets and ſuch little toyes, 
Are exerciſes ig for Boyes. 


The 
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2. The whining Loyer that doth place 
His fancy on a painted face, 
And waſtes his ſubſtance in the chaſe, 
Would ne're in mefancholly pine, 
Had he affe&ions ſo divine, 
As once to fall in love with Wine. 

3- Then to our Liquor ler us fit, 
Wine makes the ſout tor aRion fit, 
Who drinks moſt Wine, hath the moſt wic 
The Gods themſelyes do Reyels keep, 
And in pure Ne#ar tipple 
When ſlothful mortals are aſleep. 

4+ They fudked me for recreation, 
In water, which by all relation 
Did cauſe Deucalions Inundation ;! 
The Spangled Globe had it almoſt, 
Their Cups were with ſalt water do'(t, 
The Sun-burne Center was the Toſt, 

5. The Gods then let us imitate, 
Secure from carping Care and Fate, 
Wine, Wit, and Courage doth create ! 
In Wine Apollo alwayes choſe 
His darkeſt Oracles to diſcloſe, 

*T was Wine gave him his Ruby-naſe. 


6. Who dare's not drink's a wretehed wight 


Nor dol think that man dares fight 
All day, that dares not drink all night : 
Come fill my cup until it ſwim 

With foam, that oyerlooks the brim, 
Who drinks the deepeſt ? Here's ro him. 
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7. Sobriety and Study breeds 
Suſpicion in our Acts and Deeds, 


| The Down-right Drunkard no man heeds ; 


Give me but Sack, Tobacco ſtore, 
A drunken friend, a little whore ; 
Provide me theſe, I'l ask no more. 


A Time-Sonnet, 


Ow thar our holy wars are done 
Berween the Fatber and the Son zg 

And fince we have by righceous fare, 

Diſtreſt a Monarch and his Mate, 

And forc'd their Heirs flee into France, 

To weep ou: their Inheritance, | 

Let's ſer vpen all our packs, 
That centain ten thouſand racks, 
Caſt on the ſhore of the red ſea 
Of Ngſeby and of Newberry, 

If then you will come provided with Gold, 
We dwell cloſe by Hell, Where we'l (ell - 
Whit you will, Thar is ill, 

For Charity waxcth cold, 


2, Haſt thou done murther, or blood ſpilt , 
We can ſoon get ahorber name, 
That will keep thee from all blame z 
But be ic ſtill provided thus, 
That thou batt once been one of us 3 
Gold is the God that ſhall pardon theguilt 2 
For we bave 
What ſhall ſave 
T hee from tþ' grave 3 
Since the Law 
We can awe, 
Al:hough a famous Princes blood were ſpile - 
3. 
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3+ If a Church thou haſt bereft =; 


Of its Plate, *ris Holy Theft, | 
Or for Zeal-ſake, if thou beeſt 
Promptedon to be a Thief, 
Gold is 2 ſure prevailing Advocace +. + 
Then come, Bring a Suns, Law is dumb, 
And ſubmits To our wits 3 
» For it's Policy guides 2 S1are, 


A — 


The Parliament 


Oft Gracious and Omnipotent, 
And Everlaſting Parliament, 

Whoſe power and Majeſty 
Is greater, than all Kings by odds ; 
And to account you leſs than Gods, 
Muſt needs be Blaſphemy, 

2. Moſes and Aaron ne'r did do 
More wonders, then are wrought by you 
For Englands Iſrael ; 
But though the Red-ſea we have paſt, 
If you to Canaan bring's at laſt, 
Is't not a Miracle ? G 

3. In fix years ſpace you have done more 
Then all the Parliaments before ; 
You have quite done che work. 
The King, the Cavalier, and Pope, 
You have o'rethrown, and next we hope 
You will confound the Turk. 

4. By you we have Deliverance, 
From the Delign of Spain and France, 
Ormond, Mentreſs, the Danes ; 
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You aided by our Brethren Scots; 
Defeated have Malignant Plots, 
And brought your ſword to Cain's, | 
5- What wholeſom Laws have you ordain'd ? 
Whereby our Property's maintain'd 
*Gainſt thoſe would us undo z 
So that our Fortunes and our Lives; 
Nay, what is dearer, our own Wives, 
Are wholly kept by you. 
6. Oh! what aflouriſhing Church and State 
Have we enjoy'd e're fince you ſate 
With a glorious King (God ſave him) 
Have you now made his Majeſty, 
Had he the grace but to comply, 
And do as you would have him ? 
7. Your Direfory how to pray 
By th* Spirit, ſhews the pertc& way: 
In Zeal you have aboliſhr 
The Dugon of the Common-Prayer, 
And next we ſee you will take care, 


- . | That Churches be demoliſhr. 


8. A multitude in eycry Trade 
Of painful Preachers you have made 
Learned, by Revelation : 
Cambridge and Oxford make poor Preachers, 
Each Shop affordeth better Teachers, 


| © bleſſed Reformation |! 


9+ Your Godly Wiſdom hath found ont 
The true Religion, without doubt , 


For ſure amons ſo many, w 
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We have five hundred at the leaſt, 
Is not the Goſpel much increaſt ? 
All muſt be pure, if any. 

10. Could you have done more piouſly, 
Then ſell Church-Laxds the King to buy, 
And ſtop the Cirres plenty ? 

Paying the Scots-Church Militant, 
That the new Goſpel helpt to plant, 
God knows they are poor Saints. 

I1, Becauſe th' Apoſtles Creed is lame, 
Th' Aſſembly doth a better frame, 
Which faves us all with eaſe ; 

Prov'ded ſtill we haye the grace 
To beiteve th' Houſe in the firſt place, 
Be our works what they pleaſe. 

12. 'Tis ſtrange your Power and Holineſs 

Can't the 174ſh devil diſpoſleſs, 

His end is very ftoat ; 

Bur though you do ſo often pray, 
And every moneth keep Faſting-day, 
You cannot caſt them our, 


| — 


On the May Pole, 


6 mighty zeal which thou haſt late put on, 

Neicher by Prophet, nor by Prophets ſon 

As yer prevented, dorh tranſport me 10 

Beyond my telf, that though I ne'rc conld go 

Far in a verſe, and have a'l Rimes defi'd, 

Since Hopkins and good Thomas Sternhoid dy'd ; 
Except 
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Fxcept it were the lictle pains I took, 
To pleaſe good people ina prayer books 
That I ſet forth, or ſo yer muſt I raiſe 
My fpirits for thee, who ſhall in thy praiſe 
Gird up her loyns, and furiouſly run 
All kinde of feet, but Satans cloyen one. 
Such is thy zeal, ſo well thou doſt expreſs ir, 
Thar wer't not like a Charm I'd faid, God bleſs it; 
I needs muſt fay it is a ſpiritual thing 
To raile againſt the Biſhop and the _ : 
But theſe are private quarrels, this doth tall 
Within the compatls of the Gencral ; 
Whether it be a pole painted, or wrought 
Far otherwiſe then from the wood *cwas brought, 
Whoſe head the Idol-makers hand doth crop, 
Where a prophane hird towring on the top, 
Looks like the Calf in Horeb, at whoſe root 
The unyoakt youth doth exerciſe his foot, 
Or whether it preſerves its boughs befriended 
By neighbouring buſhes, and by chem attended. 
How canſt thou chuſe bur ſecing ic, complain 
That Baal's worſhip'd in the groves again ? 
Tell me how curſt an egging witha ſting 
Of luſt, do thefe umwily dances brins : 
The ſimple wretches ſay they mean no harm, 
They do'nt indeed, bur yet theſe ations warn 
Our purer blood the more-: for Satan chus 
Tempts us the more that are more righteous, 
Otr hath a brother molt ſincerely gone 
Stifled with zeal and contemplation, 

H 2 With 
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Where lighting on the place where ſuch repair, 
He views the Nymph,and is clean out in's prayer, 
Ofc hath a ſiſter grounded in a truth, 

Seeing the jolly carriage of the youth, 

Been rempted to the way that's broad and bad, 
And wer't not for our private pleaſures, had 
Renounc'd her little Ruff and goggle eye, 
And quit her ſelf of the fratcrnity. 

What is the mirch, what is the melody 

That ſets them in this Gentiles vanity ? 

When in our Synagogues we rail at fin, 

And tell men of the faults that they are in. 
With hand and voice ſo following our Theams, 
That we pur out the Sides-men in their dreams, 
Sounds not the Pulpit then which we belabor 
Better, and holier then dotha Tabor ? 

Yet ſuch is unregenerate mans folly, 

He loves the wicked noiſe, and hates the holy ; 
It the f:ns ſweet enticing, and the blood 
Which now begins to boil, have thought it good 
To challenge liberty and recreation ; 

Let it be done in holy contemplation, 

Brother and ſiſter in the field may walk, 
Beginning of the holy word to talk, 

Ot David and Uriah's lovely wite, 

Of Thamar and her luſtful brothers ſtrife, 
Then underneath the hedge thar is the next, 
They may fit down, and ſo a out the Text 
Nor do we want (how e're we live auſtere) 


In Winter Sabbath nights ſome luſty chear, 
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And though the Paſtors grace which ofc doth hold 
Half an hour long make the proviſion cold, 
We can be merry, thinking ne're the worſe, 
To mend the matter at the ſecond courſe : 
Chapters are read, and Hymnes are ſweetly ſung, 
Joynely commanded by the noſe and tongue ; 
Then on the word we diverſly dilate, 
Wrangling indeed for heat of zcal, not hate, 
When at the length an unappeaſed doubr 
Fiercely comes in, and then the lights go out 
Darkneſs thus makes our peace, and we contain 
Our fiery ſpirits cill we meet again : 
Till then no voice is heard, no tongue do's 50, 
Unleſs a tender fiſter ſhreek, or (0. 
Such ſhould be our delights, grave and demure, 
Not ſo abominablc and impure 
As thoſe thou ſeek'ſt to hinder, bur I fear 
Satan will be too ſtrong, his Kingdom's there, 
Few are the righteous, nor do I know 
How we this Idol herc ſhall overthrow, 
Since our ſincereſt Partron is decea(t, 
The number of the righteous is decreaſt , 
But we do hope theſe times will on, and breed 
A faion mighty tor us, for indeed 
We labour all, and cyery liſter joyns 
To have regenerate babes ſpring trom our loyns. 
Beſides, what many carefully have done, 
Toget the unrighteous man a righteous ſon, 
Then ſtoutly on, let not thy flocks range lewdly, 
In their old vanities, thou Lamp of Feaudly, 
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One thing I pray thee, donot ſo much thirſt 
Afcer Idolatries laſt fall, bur firſt 

Follow thy ſuit more cloſe. ler it not go, 
Till it be thine as thou would(t have'c, tor ſo 
Thy ſucceſTours upon the ſame entale, 
Hereafter may take up the Whitſun-Ale. 


To the Queen. 


Moſt gracious Queen, 

F Poets could be born as oft as you, (new, 

Bring Princes forth, ſomething might then be 
Tl Alembecks of the womb and brain run croſs 
Elixar's, they'r more common then our droſs. 
Your fair and beautiful ſoyl pure Manna breeds, 
When our dull mud is barren too in weeds, 
Though then you here finde nothing freſh but 

names, 

This verſe being writ for Charls, & that for Fames, 
Yet may they now (like ſacred Reliques) be 
Lov'd and imbrac'd for their Antiquity, 
Your former teeming taught the coltiye earth, 
And barren wives the faſhion of a birth ; 
But now (as if your wiſe fertility, 
An Extra were of all State-policy) 
You give example unto men, and teach 
Loyalty more than our Divines canreach. 

You that do practife baſe exa&tions, and 
Rail at the needful taxes of our Land, 
Thinking your money better ſpent upon 
A coach, a feaſt, or ſome new faſhion, 
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Of devout Rebels, the Non-ſhips which be 

Walls that impriſon us to liberty, 

Like thoſe Achenian Grandees, who to ſee 

The coſtly madneſs of one Tragedy, (known, 

Could ſcatter large ſupplies, although 'cwas 

This want made them ſpedtators of their own. 

Learn homage now from Majeſty, the Queen 

Her ſelf hath here the beſt of Subjects been ; 

She payes large tribute, that ic may appear, 

Safety, like, Heaven, is never bought coo dear. 

I've read of Roman Matrons, who did drown 

Their richeſt Jewels, to preſerve their Town ; 

Stoppins the gulf with pearls, which grac'd their 

ears, 

They rather chuſe no ornaments than fears. 

And thoſe brave Dames of Carthage were content 

To ſhave their dangling treſles, which they lent 

For cordage then, and glori'd they could fee 

What once was pride, turn'd now to Subfidie : 

Baldneſs was beauty there, nor did they care 

$o they could bend their bows, to loſe their hair, 

Bur you (great Queen) contrive your Countreys 

g00d, 

Not from your locks expence,but from your blood 

Each parcel of the Duke, bright as his eyes, 

Proves you give jewels of a wealthier prize ; 

Who, for a general ſafety, wiſhto be 

Bleſt with the pangs of your high agony, 

Whil'{t the dull lees of man ſcarce deign to give 

Poor common ſervice, that themſelves may live. 
H 4 Tpon 
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Upon Tom of Chriſt-Church. 


yh that by ruine do'ſt repair, 
And by deſtruQion art a founder : 
Whoſe Art doth tell us what men are, 
Who by corruption ſhall riſe ſounder : 
In this fierce fires intenſive hear, 
Remember this is Tom the Great. 
And Cyclops think at every {troke, 
Which with thy ſledge his fide ſhall wound, 
That then ſome ſtatute thou haſt broke, 
Which long depended on his ſound ; 
And that our Colledge-gates did cry, 
They were not ſhut fince Tom did dye. 
Think whata ſcourge 'tis to the City, 
To drink and ſwear by Carfax Bell, 
Which bellowing withour tune, or pity, 
The nights and dayes divides not well ; 
Bur the poor Tradeſman muſt give ore 
His Ale at eight, or fit till four. 
We in all ha(te drink off our Wine, 
As it we never ſhould drink more : 
So that the, Reck'ning afrer nine 
Is larger now than thart before. 


Releaſe this rongue, which e'r{t could ſay, 


Home Scholars ; Drawer, what's to pay ; 
S$o thou of order ſhalt be Founder, 
Making a Ruler for the people, | 
One thar ſhalt ring thy praiſes wondeg, 
Than ti? other fix Bells in the ſteeple ; 
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Wherefore think, when Tom: is running, 
Our manners wait upon thy cunning. 
Then let him raiſed be from ground, 
The ſame in number, weight, and ſound, 
Fo may thy conſcience rule thy gain, 
Or would thy theft might be thy bane. 


On 4 Burning-glaſ. 

Omg Chymiſtry ! can duſt and ſand produce 
So pure a body, and diaphanous ? 

Strange kind of courtſhip ! that the amorous Sun, 

T' embrace a min'ral, twiſts his rays in one , 

Talk of the Heavens mockr, by a Sphere, alas, 

The Sun it ſelt's herein a piece of glaſs: 

Ler Magnets draw baſe Iron, this alone 

Canto her icy boſom win the Sun ; 

Witches may cheat us of his light a white, 

Bur this can him even of himſelf beguil : 

In Heaven he ſtaggers to both Tropicks, here 
He keeps fixt reſidence all times o'th' year, 
Here's a perpetual Solſtice, here he lics, 

Not on a bed of water, but of ice ; 

How well by this himſelf abridge, he might 

Redeem the Scythians from their lingring night. 

How well bythis glaſs Proxey might he rou! 

Beyond the Eccliptick, and warm cither Pole ; 

Had but Prometheus been ſo wiſe, l'had ne're 

Scal'd heayen to light his torch, bur lighted here. 

Had Archimedes once but known this ulſc, 

H'had burnt, Marcellus from proud Syracuſe ; p 
Ha 
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Had Veſta's Maids of honour this but ſeen, 
Their Ladies fire had ne're extinguiſhe been 
Hells Engines might have finiſht their deſign 
Of powder (but that Heaven did countermine) 
Had they but thought of this ; th* Egyptians may 
Well hatch their eggs without che midwife clay 
Why do not puling Lovers this deviſe, 

For a fir Emblem of their miſtreſs eyes ? 

They call chem Diamonds, and fay th' haye bin 
Reduc'd, by them, to aſhes all within ; 

But they*l aſſume't, and ever hence *twill paſs, 
A Miſtreſs eye is but Loves Burning-glals. 


M Upon Sheriff Sandbourn. 


Te, Scholars, fie, haye you ſuch thirſty ſouls, 

To ſwill,quaff 8 carouſe in Sandbourns bouls? 
Tell me, mad youngſters, what do you believe, 
Ic coſt $00d Sandbourn nothing to be Shrief, 
To ſpend fo many Beeves, ſo many Weathers, 
Maintaining ſo many Caps, ſo many Feathers ? 
Again, is Maulc ſo cheap this pinching year, 
Thar you ſhould make ſuch hayock of his Beer ? 
T hear you are ſo many, that you make 
Moſt of his men turn Tapſters, for your ſake; 
And that when he, even on the Bench doth fir, 
You ſnatch the mear from off the hungry ſpit ; 
You keep ſuch hurly-burly, that it paſſes, 
Ingurgitating ſometimes whole half glaſles, 
And ſome of you (forſooth) are grown ſo fine, 
Or elſe ſo ſawcy, asto call tor Wane ; 
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As if the Sheriff had put ſuch men in truſt, 

As durſt draw out more wire than necds they 
| muſt: 

Io faith, in faith, it is not well, my Maſters, 

Nor fit, that you ſhould be the Sheriffs taſters 
It were enough, you being fuch Gurmundiſers, 
To make the Sheriffs , henceforth , turn arrant 
| Miſers; 
| Removeth' Afſize, to Oxſords foul diſgrace, 
To Henly on the Thames, or ſome ſuch place ; 
He neyer had complained, had it been 

A petty Firkin, or a Kilderkin : 

Bur when a Barrel daily is drawn out, 

My Maſters, then it's time to look about. 

Is this a lie, trow ye ? I cell you, No, 

My Lord high Chancellor was informed fo, 

And oh ! what would all the bread in town 
Suffice, to drink the Sheriffs liquor down ? 

Bur he in Hampers muſt it from hence bring, 

Oh moſt prodigious, and molt monſtrous thing ! 
Upon ſo many loaves of home-made bread, 

How long might he and his ewo men have ted ? 
He would, no doubt, the poor they ſhould be fed 
With the ſweet morſels of his broken bread : 

But when that they poor ſouls for bread did call, 
Anſwer was made, The Scholars cat up all. 

And when for broken bcer they cray'd a cup, 
Anſwer was made, The Scholars drunk it up , 
And thus,I know not how they chang'd the name, 
But did the deed, and Long-tail bore the blame. 

Not 


POEMS. 


106 
Not to Travel. 


Hat need I Travel, ſince I may 
\ More choicer wonders here ſuryay ? 
What need I Tyre for Purple ſeek, 
When I may finde it in a cheek ? 
Or ſack the Eaſtern ſhores, there lies 
More precious Diamonds in her eyes ? 
What need I dig Peru tor Oar, 
When every hair of her yields more 2 
Or toy! for Gums in India, 
Since ſhe can breathe more rich then they ? 
Or ranſack Africk, there will be 
On cicher hand more Iyory ? 
But look within all yertues that 
Each Nation would appropriate, 
And with the glory of them reſt, 
Are in this Map art large expreſt : 
That, who would trayel, here might know 
Thelittle World in folio. 


The Schiſmatick, 


Nce I a curious eye did fix 

To obſerve the tricks 

Of the Schiſmaticks Of che Times 3 
Viewing which of them, Spoke the mer1i:it Theme, 
And beſt would befic my rimes ; 

eArminians | found ſolid, Socinians were ſolid, 
But the Papiſt for Learning doth ſtickle, (cickle, 
H3,ha,ba, Rotundus,Rotundus,'tis you that my ſplecn doth 
2. Nexc: to tell you mult not be forgot, 

How I did trot 

With a great Zealot, To a LeRure, 
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Where I a Tub did view, 
Hung with an Apron blew 
'Twas the Preachers I conjeQure : 
His Uſe and DoFrine too, 
Was of no beter huc, 
Though taught with a tone moſt mickle, 
Ha, ha, ha, &c. 
3. He ralkc among other pretty things, 
That the Book of Kings 
Small comfort brings 
To the Godly 
B: ſides he had ſome grudges 
Againſt the Book of Fudges, 
And talkt of Leviticus odly, 
But: Wiſdom moſt of all 
He beld Apocryphal, 
Great Bell and the Dragon like Michael, 
His preacbing, like him(ſclf, was bur fickle, 
Ha, ha, ba, &c, 
4. 'Gainft humane learning be next inveighs, 
And he beldly (ayes, 
Ir is that which decays 
Inſpiration. 
Thoſe that preferment merit, 
Are not like tb wear it, 
In hopes of Reformation, 
Cur Biſhops down in haſte, 
And Cathedrals as faſt, 


' As Corn thar is fit for the fickle, 


Ha, ha, ha, &c, 
5. 1 heard of one did touch, 
Hedidtell as much, 
Ot one thar would not crouch 

Ar Communion ; 
Who thruſting up his hand 

Never made a Rand, 
Till be came where ber f— bad union 

—_  * She 
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' She without all cerrour, 
'Thoughr ic no ercour, 

Bu: did laugh till the rears down did trickle, (rickle, 

Ha,ba,ba, Rotundws, Rotundws,"tis you that my ſpleen doth 
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Ag—_— 


A Sermon, 


Farken, I beſeech you, with fear and reve- 

rence to theſe words, as you may perhaps 
finde them written in the Apocrypa » the chapter 
and yerſe you may ftinde out at your leaſure ; the 
words to my beſt remembrance are theſe, A car- 
penter tool; his ax, and hewed the root of the tree, 
which beca:ſe it brought not forth good ſruit, it wa 
Tnſtantly throws into the fire. Beloved, inſtantly is 
certainly, the ax inſtrumentally hewing, orderly 
ſtruck againſt the root , effi ually of the tree, 
particularly of that tree , impartially becauſe it 
brought not forth z pur ail together, my beloyed, 
becauſe it broughe not torch good fruit, inſtantly, 
eftcRually, particularly, inſtrumentally, orderly, 
proportionally, imparcially, it 1s inevitably and 
fatally to be caſt irrreſiſtaly into the fire ever- 
laſtingly ; and ſo of chele, and of all thele, as the 
time thall permit ; bur the gla's is out , and fo 
am I. 


——— 
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A zealous Diſcourſe between the Parſon of the 
Pariſh, and Tabitha, 


Parſon, Hxa Siſter to your ſnowy breaſt, 
The word permitteth us to ea 
ow 
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Now Sermon's done, nor ſhould you be 
Stiff-necked to the Miniſtry, 
As you may read it more at large 
In Dod's Commandments, or my Charge 
Laſt Sabbath in my Catechiſm, 
Wherein we prove they make a Schiſm, 
Who do deny us in the night 
To ſtrengthen you by Candle-light, 
And truly might my reaſons be 
But wav'd according to the Grand Committees 
For Reformation, I would prove, 
That we out of fincere love 
Our deyout Sponſes room mighe take 
Each Sabbath tor Repetition ſake : 
And verily of late 'tis ſe'd, 
ore eyes have opened from the bed 
Than from the Pulpit, and we there 
Can ſooffer teach you how to bear. 
Tabitha. In truth I know not what to ſay 
Replies this zealous Tabitha, 
But on thoſe nights I you aſſure, 
Our Husbands are too, too impure, 
And clog our conſciences too nigh 
With ſeed that doth nor fruRike, 
As you may read. Ruth, where's my Book ? 
It is in Matthew, Mark, 7 obn, or Luke, 
Bur would it not a ſcandal be 
Unto the New Presbytery ? 
Parſon, No: forall things muſt be done, 
You know, for Edification ; 
Which 
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Which is no more in Englih, then 
The building up of faithful Women. 

Tab. Bur hold, do theſe ſame words procced 
From the Beaſts language then indeed ? 
Sure the Scotch or Geneys print 
Hath no ſuch rags of Babel in't, 

Nay tie, Good Sir, what do you mean ? 

In troth your hand is too obſcene ; 

Fvil requeſts mult bc deni'd, - 

Let go, my Placket's on my fide ; 

Why look you now ; I pray be calm, 

The ſpiric moves to ſing a Pſalm, 

The Hymn. The Poſte, that came from Banbury, 
Riding in 4 blew Rocket, 
He ſwore he ſaw, when Lunsford fell, 
A Childes arm in his pocket. 

Parſon, I think I hear your Hwsband pray, 
Liſten, hark! ſo ; and then why may ® 
Not a Siſter, or a Brother 
Engender grace in one another ? 

Tab. You preacht againſt it,Sir. Par. I ſoI mul 
Where it is onely done for luſt ; 

Bur I proteſt 'tis zeal indeed, 

To propagate the holy ſeed, 

That moves me. Tab. And indeed, ſaid ſhe, 
I feel that very ſelf ſame Prick of zeal in me, 
As it were thruſting me on till, 

Therefore, good Sir, ey'n do what you will. 
Why look you now ; what hurt's in this, 

Fe ſeal it with a Holy Kiſs, 


And 


bury, 


| muſt 


And 
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And ere your Hwband ſay Amen, 
]'le do rhis greac work twice agen. 
Tabitha. Sir, make haſte to riſe, 
'Tis for my Eyeniug Exerciſe 3 
|: will be Supper cime I doubr, 
E're I ſhall read my Chapter out, 
B:lides alas! Oh ! how doI 
Forger my Prafice of Picty. 
Pray refifie my Garget, ſmooth my Whisk, that our 3ea- 
low confli# may nos be diſcerned by the reprobate, the chil- 
dren of thrath, fire-brands of bell, and heirs ro deflru@ion, 


On O, P. Sick. | 
Icld Periwig'd Impoſtor, yield co Fate, 
Religious Whifler, Mountebank of State ; 

Dawn to che low'ſ Abyſs, the black ſhade 
That Nighr dare own, that (o the Earth (chou'lt made 
Loathſome by thouſand Barbariſms) may be 
D:liver'd from Heavens vengeance, and from thee, 
The reiking cam of thy freth Villanies 
Would ſport the Stars, and menſtruate the Skies, 
Force them to break the league they've made with men, 
And with a Flood renſe the foul World agen, 
Thy Bayes are Tarniſh'd with thy Cruelties, 
Rebellions, Sacriledge, and Perjurics, 
Deſccnd, deſcend, thou vailed Devil, fall 
Thoy (ubtil Blood-ſucker, thou Cannibal : - 
Thy Arts are catching, cozen Saran too, 
Thou kaſt atrick more then be ever knew z 
He ne*re was Atheiſt yer, perſwade bim to'r, 
Thy Schiſmaticks will back thee Horſe and Foot. 


An Anſwer to 1the Storm, 


T5 well he's gone, (O had be never been) 
Hurried in Storms, lovd as his crying Sin 3 
The Pin:s and Oiks fell proft:ate ac bis Urn, 
Tha wi:h bis Fame bis-—-- 
[| Winders 
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Winds pluck up Roots, and fixed Cedars move, 
Roaring for Vengeance to the Heavens above z 
From 1 befr. like bis great Romulus did grow, 
And ſuch a Winde did at his Ruine blow, 
Strange that the lofty Trees themſelves ſhould fell 
Wichour the Ax, ſo Orphexs went to Hell 3 
At whoſe Deſcent the ſtourcft Rocks were cleft, 
And che whole Wood its wonrted tation lefc. 
In Battle Hercules worethe Lions skin, 
But our fierce Neyo wore the Beaſt within, 
Whoſe heart was bruitiſh more then face or eyes, 
And in rhe ſhape of man was in diſguiſe : 
Where ever men, where cver pillage lyes, 
Like ravenous Vultures, our wing'd Navy flyes, 
Under the Tropick we are underſtood, 
And bring bome Rapine through a Purple Flood, 
New Circulations tound, our blood is barl'd, 
As round the leſſer to the greater World, 

In Civil Broils he did us firſt engage, 
And made three Kingdoms ſubj<& to his rage ; 
One fatal ſtroke flew Juſtice, and the Caule 
Of Truth, Religion, and our ſacred Laws, 
So fell Achilles by the Trojan Band, 
Though he ſtill fought with heaven itſelf in's band, 
Nor would Domeſtick ſpoil confine his minde, 
Nolimits to bis fury but mankinde, 
T be Brictiſh youth in forrcign Coaſts are (enc 
Towns to deſtroy, but more to baniſhment z 
Who ſince they cannot in this Ifle abide, 
Are confin*d priſoners tothe world beſide , 
No wonder then if we notears allow 
To bim that gave us Wars and Ruine too, 
"Tyrants that Fov's him gricy'd, concern'd to (ce 
There muſt be puniſhment for Cruelty. 
Nature herſelt rejoyced at bis Death, 
And on the Waters ſung with ſuch a breath, 
As made the Sea dance bigher then before, 
While her glad Waycs came dancing to the ſlipre. 
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Oratio coram Rege, & Principe Carolo in Col- 
legio Foannenſs Cantab, habita. 1642, 


Auguſtiflime Regum, Archetype Carole, 


Us nupero dolore obriguit eAcademia , tan« 
quam orbate Niobes ſoror Saxea , fi in pri- 
ftinam facundiam reſolvatur hidie , agnoſcit omen 
veſtre preſentie. Memnonu ftatua ſoluribus per- 
eu[ſa Radits , vocalem Muſicam edidiſſe fertnr : 
Habent vel hi parietis Chordas Magicas , quas mi- 
ima vultus veſtrs ſtritlura quaſi plefiro animabit, 
Nec mags eloquimntur lapide, quam e Diametro 
miraculs ſtupent Oratores : Qnod in afflatis numi. 
we fiers videmus , ita Deum recipere mt ejiciant 
 Hominem, inflintiu ſapere non intelleftu, perinde ve- 
fra in nobis Hoſpitatur Divinitas , cujus nimins 
ſplendor, omnes omnium , ſenſus ſacrificat, & tam 
ſanftam noftri jatturam in lucro deputamns. Igno» 
ſcimns jam fatis immodeſtiam ſuam , Imminens li- 
trarum exitium wut favors inſidias gratulamur, 
ſeil. ambitioſe morinntur Muſe que ad veſtros pedes 
flabunt vale. Luſit Archimedes cles in ſphera ; 
quid ni dicam Fovem in Carolo fabricatum ? Ade 
«t Orator ille, Qui manu deorſum flexa, O (alum ! 
txclamavit , ſi iſkumin medum peroraſſet Hodie, 
Sole ciſmum manu non commiſiſſet : Enimvero, cum 
Regem Optimum Maximum & Principem ſimul 
ifantes videam, neſcio quo medo Princip Natali 
I videatur 
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videatur Redux , ubi folem & ftellam, fulgentes 6 
ſymbelis, ( licet non equu Radirs ) conſpicati ſwmus, 
{ eſare mortuo novuum in colts emicuit [yam quod 
7ulii Anima paſſim audiit : Ceſaris Epilogws fuit 
Prologus Cavoli : Neque enim aptior ſtella,quam In- 
vittiſſima illins Hero Anima, que veſtre ſoboli re 
gerendas ominaretur : Srellaw dixi ? muto faitum: 
Crederem potins ipſum ſolem fuiſſe qui tunc tempork 
delegavit tibs moderamen Dici,& ut Principts cunas 
fortiug wideret, ſunm in ftellam contraxit Oculum : 
Ecce mt Patriſſat Carolus ! ut ad veſtras virtute; 
anbelus ſurgit ! Qued ſub pientiſſimo Rege accidiſe 
legimus, ſolems multis gradibus retro ferrs Principu 
£145 pars portento compenſavit damnum, cuju feſts 
a virtus Deverat Horologium, & pueritia dum I» 
bata meridiem attigit. Parcatur mibi ſi turgeat 
Oratio, fr nihil preter ſolem, & ſtellas crepet : quippt 
in Principu natali ipſa natura miln preivit Allegs 
riam. O felicem interim Academiam, & eternita 
rem quandam natlam, qui in Rege, & Principe, & 
eſſe niſtrum, & noſtrum fore, ſimul complettitur | 
Non eſt quod plura expeftentur ſacula, viximus & 
noſtram, & poſterorum vitam. Sed vereor ne mole 
ft us furrim importwno officio, qnod in tam illuſtri pre- 
ſentia, in neſcio quid majus piaculo excreſeit : Ms 
mma coram Rege errata tanquam anguſtiores Rime 
extenduntur lumine : Oratio itaque niſtra pro geni 
temporum Reformabitur, quod tantundem eſt , Re 
ſeindetur. Hoc unicum prefaber wotum, Vivas, 
Auguſtiſſime, | ietas T worum, & Tremor Hoſtium, 

| Vive 


© * 82 


es 
mus, 
quod 

fait 
1 In 
lire 
11.6 
yPork 
100.48 
lum : 
tute: 


Orations and Epiſtles. I17 


Viuas vel in Hee declivio ſtator literarum: vivas de- 
nique eam indutns gloriam, ut filium tuum Carolens 
appellemus Maximam, quia ſolo Patre Minorem. 


Cantabrig* Dixi. | 
Jo. Cleaveland, Joan. 


—_—— 
\ mm 


An Oration delivered before the King , and 
Prince Charles, in St, Johns Collage 
at Cambridge. 1642. 
Charles moſt «Auguſt of Kings, and Tou, Great Britains 
Hope, Illuftrious Charlcs. 
His Academy, whom but even now equally 
Marble with the widdowed Nie, grief 
congeal'd into a ſenceleſs ſtatue, if this day ſhe 
be reſtor'd to her wonted ſmiles, *tis to you, 


ppe| Great Princes, and to your auſpicious Preſence, 


that ſhe muſt owe this happy change. The ſtatue 


.| of Memnon darted upon by the Suns royal beams, 


is reported by the Ancients to have utter'd a yo- 
cal harmony; nor is it leſs true, that eyen theſe 
walls have now their charming chords,from which 
as with a PleAre or Quill, the leaſt glance of your 
Countenance hath power to call forth a moſt me- 
lodious Sound, and by a {trange contrariety of 
miracle, at the ſame time the ſtones ſpeak, and the 


z|Orators are ſtruck dumb with admiration. It hap- 


pens in thoſe who are aRuated with Divine im- 
pulſe, that they ſo receive God as to caſt off man, 
and that they underſtand rather by heayenly in- 

I 4 ſting, 
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ftin&, than by humane reaſon, in like manner 
your Divinity hath taken up its habitation in us, 
and. with ics over-powerful ſplendor ſacrificed all 
our ſenſes, and yet we account it a gam to haye 
ſo gloriouſly loſt our ſelves. We now pardon the 
fates their immodeſty, and congratulate the im- 
minent diſſolution of Letters as a*favourable ſur. 
prize ; for indeed the Muſes muſt needs be ambi- 
tious to die, if at your Royal feet they may be ad- 
mitted to bregthe their laſt : Archimedes ſportive- 
ly imitated the Heavens in a Globe, what hinders 
bur that I may affirm ove to be lively ſer forth 
in Charles ; ſo that he, who pointing tothe earth 
cried out ! O Heavens, if at this preſent he had 
ſo declaim'd, he-had not committed a Solceciſin 
wich his hand ; for ſince I behold the beſt and 
greateſt of Kings, and Princes in place together, 
methinkes the Princes Birth-day ſeems to be 
brought back to this preſent time, in which we ſee 
the Sun and Star ſhining in conjun&ion , though 
not with equal rayes. When Ceſar died, there ap- 
peared a new Star in Heaven, which was general- 
ly called The Soul of fulius ; the Epilogue of Ce 
ſr bath been Charles his Prologue, for what Star 
was fitter to portend the great things to be done 
by your Off-ſpring (mighty King) chan the Soul 
of that molt invincible Heree, Star, did I ſay? par- 
don me, great Sir, I ſhould rather belieye that it 
was the Sun himſelf, who at that time reſign'd 
unto-your hands the government of the day ; _ 

that 
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aat he might the more intently obſerve the Prin- 
ce's Illuſtrious Cradle, he contracted his univerſal 
eye into a Star;behold how Charles begins already 
Patriſſare, and with what haſte and eager purſuit 
he ſoars up to his Fathers Vertues, that which we 
read to have hapned of old, under the moſt pious 
King of 7ads, that the Sun went back many de- 
grees, is now in Charles his dayes recompenc'd by 
no leſs a wonder ; nor was the courſe of time then 
ſo much retarded as his forward vertues have now 
haſtned it and brought ir on, ſince in thevery dawn 
of his youth, he hath attained unto the noon of 
perfe&tion. Pardon me, if my Oration ſwell and 
ſound nothing but Sun and Stars, fince in the 
Prince's Nativity Nature hath anticipated my 
Allegory; Oh happy Academy, in the mean time, 
and inveſted with a kinde of eternity, as compre- 
hending ar the ſame time in King and Prince,both 
our Preſent and our Fatyre z what need we expe& 
the Ages to come, having lived our own life, and 
that of poſterity rogether : But I ſcar leaſt by an 
officious zeal, I have been too tediouſly trouhle- 
ſome, which in ſo illuſtrious a preſence, may ſoon 
grow up to a crime beyond expiation. The leaſt 
abſurdities committed before a King , are like 
chinks which though never ſo narrow , are diſco- 


 verdand inlarg'd by the light that paſſeth through 
them ; our Oration therefore is to be corre&ed 
according to the Genius of the Times, and that 
which is ſuperfluous to be lopt off : One prayer 

alone 
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alone remains to uſher in the Cloſe. Live, moſt 
Auguſt, the deſire and welfare of your own, and 
the terrour of your Enemies ; Live, even in this 
deſcent of your age, the ſtay and prop of Learn- 
ing: Laſtly, live adorn'd with ſo much glory, chat 
the Prince your Son may acquire the Name of 
Charles the Greateſt, as being leſs then his Father 
enely, 
7obn Cleaveland. 
Bjuſd. Epiſtola ad Epiſcop. Lincolnenſem, cum 
taus eſſer Archiepiſcopus Eboracenſis, 


Sque, & uſque quod gratulamur : $5 moleſti 
ſumus, utinam indies ſuccreſceret peccandi 
materia, Pictas efficii non metnit Cramben, ſed wes 
firi bonoris emula indignatur Non-ultra. Qain pla- 
ceat igitur noſtri; in literts ruminare fortunas Tuas, 
& prolixiorss calami guttere ( quid Philoxenns 
Gruino voluit) repetere dapum voluptatem. Neque 
retro tantum gaudemus , prenſamus ſinciput, & in 
futurum gratulamnr : provide fattum, & tempeſti« 
Ve ; eo enim pergat virtus veſtra, ut fi paulum pro- 
moveat , bumancs limites ſupergreſſus, erts ineff abi 
Iis. At luxat xobus animos Divinua horror , quum 
ſacra faturu eminus, & ſplendor veſter & ſublimi- 
ras obſervantur. Nutat Religio que veneratur ſe- 
lem, & Tremor Luminum fatetur Deum : eadem 
eft noſtra eculorum conſcientia , qui Radios weſtros 
wor ſine Ocalari crepuſenlo ſuſtinemus. Nec minus 


ſub. 
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ſublimitatem veſtram Inimus , ſiquidem [c:crifican- 
tiew Zelus (tanquam flamma ſacrificis) quo magis 
aſcendit, ed magu trepidat, Clementia veſtra diſ- 
putat cum magnitudine, & bac amiciſſima lite quaſs 
tetins Nature Paerperium ) officium niſtrum eft * 
oriundum. Ignoſcimnus fatis immedeſtiam ſuam, 
quicquid adverſs contigit , ut favors inſidias am- 
pleftimur ? fic recurrere videbantur Fortune tue, 
wt fortins profilirent. Comprobavit exitus inge= 
ninm comments: Militans Eccleſia jam trium- 
phat & flultnans (ut olim eArca) tandem in mon- 
tibes acquieſcit. Non amplins Collegium Mater 
Lavas lacerat , nec facie ſua computat miſerias, 
Muſe, quas vivere fuit Hyperbole , nunc audent 
vigere : Quippe altitudo veſtra ut Niliaca e/E- 
gopts fertilitatem literarum ominatur. Enimvero 
cam Aſtra ſunt felicitatu noſtre Condi-promi, quid 
eſt quod a ſuperus non expetiemus ; Patrono in hoc 
ſyderum wvicinia collocato. Orandus igitur es 
( Archi-Preſul digniſſime) ut ambitionem neſtrans 
ſera ſiſteres, & honores weſtros ſubinde catenares, 
ut cum ſupremum Fortune Tue Radium conſcens 
ders, nec dum terminetur Clymax veſtra , Calum 


ſupereſt Domination, 


Veſtri quam Deyotiſlimi 
Cantabrigie, 
?. Cleaveland. 


An 
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4n Epiſtle of the ſame Authour, to the Biſhopof Lin- 
coln, when he was made Arch-Biſhop of York. 


FF in never giving over our congratulations we 
are t00 importunate, I wiſh, that every day 
new matter were afforded, of ſo offending ; the 
zeal of my duty fears no check, but rather, emu- 
lous of true honour, diſdains to meer with a Nox 
witra, It is a more then ordinary fſatisfa&ion in 
frequent Letters to ruminate upon your fortunes, 
and (as Philoxenus wiſht in another ſenſe) to re- 
peat the pleaſure of thoſe delicacies with a long- 
neckt quill ; nor is it enough to rejoyce onely for 
what is paſt , but to take hold on the fore-lock, 
and congratulate for the future ; and this certain- 
ly is a provident and ſeaſonable courſe, conſider- 
ing that your yertue moves forward ſo faſt , that 
within a ſhore while it will go near to tranſcend 
humane limits, and ſo become ineffable ; but a 
certain divine horror unſettles our mindes, when, 
oing to offcr up our reſpe@s, we obſerve from a 
ar off, at once , your ſplendor and exaltedneſs. 
Veneration ſtaggers when it approacheth theSun, 
and the trembling of our lights confeſs a Deity, 
ſuch is the abaſhment of them , that they cannot 
endure the brightneſs of your rays wichout an ocu- 
lar twilight, nor haye we leſs awe of your exalted- 
neſs. For as much as the Sacrificers zeal, like the 
flame of the ſacrifice, by how much the more it 
aſcends, ſo much the more it trembles : but A ws 
cle« 
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clemency diſputes with your J_ and from 
this moſt friendly ſtrife (as it nature were in tra- 
yel) our duty is to take its birth ; we pardon the 
Fates their incivility , and whatſoever hatlt hap- 
pened adverſe, we embrace it as a favourable am- 
buſh. So your fortunes ſeem'd to recoil back, that 
they might ſpring forward with the greater force ; 
the eyent hath made good the happineſs of inven- 
tion : the Church Militant now triumphs,and late- 
ly floating (as heretofore the Ark) now reſts upon 
the Mountains, no more ſhall our Mother-Col- 
ledge card and ſpin , or diſcoyer her ſorrows by 
her deje&ed countenance : the Muſes, who could 
not be faid to live without an Hyperbole, have 
now the confidence to ſhew their cxcellencies ; 
nor could it-be otherwiſe , fince your adyanced 
ſtate(as that of Nile brought fruitfulneſs to Fgypr) 
is a moſt happy Auſpice of the proſperiry of Lear- 
ning ; and ſo'long as the ſtars are the ſtewards of 
your felicity,what is that we may not expe from 
the Powers above, having a Patron placed ſo near 


the ſtars? This onely remains, Moſt Reverend 


Arch-Biſhop, to be requeſted, that our ambition 
may at length be reſtrain'd by ſome little curb pur 
unto the full career of your honors; ſo that as when 
you ſhall ſeem to haye mounted up to the higheſt 
pinacle-of your fortunes, the ſcale of your s wo 
may not yet be terminated; and beſides all earthly 
glories, Heaven is ſtill reſerv'd the chiefeſt guer- 
don to crown your high deſerts. 
Tour» mofl bumbly devoted, 


J. Cleavcland. 
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Alia cjuſdem, ad Epiſcopum Londineyſem. 


op laborantes partes pari animorum deliquia 
din expreſſimus , ne graveris in ejuu redivius 
jubare experretti triumphemus : Hogie enim eft quod 
vivimus poſtliminio, & vindicics Howori veſtri quot- 
quot ſum, ſumus Virbit : ſiquidem in merore ns 
ftro quid aliu1 fait vita noſtra quam noturna lucu- 
bratio ? & intwo Occidente ſupereſe, quam in gra- 
tits nature vivere ? Sed ſocrares ef ; Redaidit diem 
redux Phoſphorus ,  & poſt tanta gum aſtris jurgia 
Collegium mater tandews fatetyr Coles, Incaſſum 
tybas fatigarumt veteres , ut ecclipſin redimerent, 
Alma Mater ſuſpirits mags ſonorrs profligatit we 
ftram ſc. bic fuit felicitatts veſtra ſomnus, qui tan» 
tum abeſt ut illam extingueret, ut reficeret petins, 
alacriorem reddat. Eccum majorem mundum tuum 
ad exemplar compoſitum, vel þ mavu dittum luce & 
renebr 15 diſt influm ! $1 Sol in perpetuum ſplenderet, 
nec aram, nec myſtam haberet Perſicuns : Enimveri 
caligantes cculi noſtrs patts ſunt inducias cum fulge- 
re veſtro , quibus finitss ad priſtinum redit ſeipſum, 
Aſpicias que ſumns Clientum nomina , et agnoſcas 
radios laminoſo two corpore diffuſes , nihil enim dt 
noſtro habemus. Percurras ſingalos, et videas je* 
3pſum ( prolixiorem ſemper admodum ) ſed modo ple» 
11144, modo anguſtins pro varia ſpeculorm indole re« 
percuſſum. Atque hinc eſt qued imaginem veſtram 
(tanquam Collegii Palladinm) inter Archiva recom 
dimus , ut Mater enixa ſobelem , ad pifturam ſe 

| ſſtar, 
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þſtat, vultus comparet,ita umbra veſtra (pluſquam 
ſplendorem Phabi) diſtinguat pulles. Gratulamur 
aque (vel neſtro nomine ) novas haſce honorum in« 
ducias. Vivas in peſterum fortuna major : ingens ve- 
fter animus ( tanquam illud eternum jecur ) indigne- 
tur uulturem;quo mag conſumitur augeatur mags, 
& inter ipſos invidie Molares creſcat virtns, 
]. Cleaveland. 


. Another of the ſame Authour, to the Biſhop of 2 
LONDON. 


Jr = it not ſtrange that we now triumph, a- 
wakned by his revived luſtre, whoſe ſufferings 
we haye long reſented with a ſuitable depreſſure 
of ſpirit ; this day it is,that we ſtart up (as it were) 
from the dead, and by an honourable aſſertion of 
liberty, look how many men we are, ſo many ir . 
bit weare; for in the ſtate of our ſadneſs what 
was Our life other then a late ficting up ar nighe ? 
and to have lived in your declining Sun-ſet, what 
was it but to live at Natures courtefhe ? But now 
our condition is well amended, Phoſphorus return- 
ing, hath brought back the day, and ſo many con- 
teſts with the ſtars, our Mother-Colledge hath ac 
length found Heayen an helper. In vain the An- 
cients ſo often ſounded their trumpets, to profli- 
gate the Suns eclipſe; but our ſacred Mother,with 
the more effetuall harmony of her ſighs, bath 
diſpelled yours ; this indeed was the ſlumber of 
your telicity , and was ſo far from extinguiſhing 

It, 
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it, that it rather renewed it, and made it more [Hu 
flouriſhing ; behold, the greater world fram'd, or |: 
rather pronounc'd , according to yout exemplar, | 1 
diſtinguiſhed wich light and darkneſs : if the Sun |,” 3 
ſhould ſhine perpetually , he would neither have | 
alrarsereed to him, nor would the Perftaris keep ( 
*in their ſacred fire , our dazled eyes haye made a | * 
truce with your brightneſs, which, that truce be-['# 
ing ended,returns to ics former luſtre;behold here, |'*F 
we beſeech you,your devoted Clients,and in them [4 
obſerye the rayes that low forth from your own |'® 
reſplendent body, for we have nothing about us, 
that we can call our ſelves. View every one of [*#t 
us, and there you may ſee your ſelf (to a great ad. J'*® 
vantage alwayes) but ſometimes more full , and'*® 
ſometimes leſs,according to the yarious refleQionÞ'®, 
of the obje& ; and hence it is that we lay up your## 
image (as the Palladium of our Colledge) amongſt} 
our Archives and Monuments;as a mother having 
brought forth her infant, goes to her piure and 
compares the features,ſo your ſhadow (more then?! 
the Suns brightneſs) diſtinguiſherh us young oxes :|$4% 
We congratulate therefore in our own behalf,chis|##% 
new truce of honours. Live from henceforth grea-[#7* 
ter than your fortune,and may your exalted minde]% ' 
(like that cternal liver) deſpiſe the eating yul-J**. 
ture ; and by how much the more it is conſumed, J?*” ? 
ſo much the more increaſe , and _— " 
row up and proſper , eyen among the grinding]**** 
tet of omg ; 7 Cleaveland.* 
Ejuſdem 
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ore [Euſdem Oratio ad Acad. Cantab. Cancellarium, 
,ot|- & Legatum Gallicum, publice habita. 


lar _ Honoratiſſime Dopjne Cancellarie ! 
Þ 1lluſtrifime Hoſp, 


veſtra preſentia, & quam 


lo l $. cx rps precellit animos mtinam 
be. Drazer i veſtrs ſtiepor, | mIm1#s teſtaretur ; Quem 
ere dlaorutas effieis wy accenderat nt Vos ſaluta» 


nem (1499, 11pedie jam e Religio ne in illas tmpore 
Yun | iums ruerem inguilimns ures ubi Regum Concilia 
is. [babttarunt magis Alldgaz tam intwers nefas, 
wborum ocnly, quorum ſplende- 
Bidental fiertt : fi quia Perſe 


dem} - K (quens 
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(quem made | ſuſcepsſti } dignaretur Deſcenidere; 
Humilitas neſtra, ( quod in Bilance ſolet ) ad apicen 
veſtram aſſurgebat. Scholas vidiſti , .& Unicun 
illud Sacellum : Qiorhnm Alteri deeuifti Lireta, 
Alters Pietatem : & quid ampliks fludes apnd nu 
inviſere* Eccam Academiam integram ! Cnc 

larium Dignifſimum! Qui quicquid Cantabri 

wſtra in ſe compleftitur plenins ION. T hed 
tra, & Scholarum Pyramides , Nos Iudibundi Vi. 
travis Ludificavimus Charts :. Tu, Tu, Archite- 
Fins fortune niftre, cajus magnificentia vel pettory 
noſtri audaciam ſuperabit, Mit)” fur ( Home 
ratiſſime) Orator in Cancellarit ' debitiſſimas law 
dibas, ut ſcias Quals Heros, Quals Heros, Ouhkw 


. 1194 Alioram Patronus Honors veſtro hodie- inſty- 


viat. Certe dum vos majorum pentium Nobilti 
fimul aftantes videam , neſcio quis TIſtiumns Gab 
liam & Britauniam ( invito Oceanic) clnjtinxiſſe vi 
deatur. Quin perpetanut fit iſte nolus , & ita Gore 
dianus , ut neuter eAlexander diſcindat Glad 
Plura wellem, & uſque pergeret votorum pietas, ſel 
Riftng (Diviti Arguments ) pluſqnam Demeſthe- 
nes Anginam patior : Fhare fi Amnres veſtr as (Res 
gibus aſſuetas ) nimu detinendo —_— fuerim) 
ft quid deliquerim, Hee ſaltem fit ſubite Oration 
provida Temeritas , ut nt paratus ad peccandum 


Prodiifſe videar. 
: Sic Dixit. 
7. Cleaveland. 
41 
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eAn Oration of the ſame Author, publickly þ-eu 
before the Chancellor of Cambridge, and? 
French Ambaſſadour, 


Ow Auguſt your preſence is, and with how 

; facred a horrour it ſtrikes our mindes,l with 
the amazement of your Oratour did not-too ap- 
=_y teſtifie, for the ſame duty which of late 
Irred me up with chearfulneſs to ſalute you, is 
now become a kinde of Religion in me; leſt I 
ſhould ruſh an importunate inmate upon thoſe 
nice cars wherethe counſels of Kings have dwelt : 
Nor is it leſs a crime to Jook upon you ,; thento 
ſpeak yefore you ; lightning appears in your eyes, 
bpon whoſe too powerful ſplendor whoever ſhall 
preſume to look;muſt become a bidental ſacrifice; 
If any of the =» non who have the Sun in Ve- 
heration ſhould chance to behold you , he would 
take each of you for his own deity, and fo divide 
his ſacrifice. Bur as to what concerns our ſelyes, 
we confeſs by our dazled eyes the victory of your 
rayes, and this genuine luſtre of honour our weak 
hht ſo much the more commends , by how much 
the leſs it is able to endure the brightneſs of it : 
Hail therefore thrice renowned Gueſt,whoſe moſt 
Srateful arrival (that our breaſts might be ſo much 


- [the more capacions to receive you) hath wich the 


exceſs of joy driven us out of our ſelves: behold 
how many greedy eyes glut themſelves with the 
deholding of you,how many _ have we broken 

2 Pre 
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in your gladſome aſpe& , and yet we are unwor. 
thy of ſuch delicates : Great AMargareta, and 
the Sons of thoſe royal perſons whom we number 
amongſt our Founders, by me as their Ambaſſz- 
dor (a title F haye cauſe to boaſt of) congratulate 
your coming hither ; nor need you envy me, moſt 


_ Jlluſtrious Gueſt, the Title of Ambaſladour,fince 
© Fotr Highneſle hath been pleaſed to deſcend to 


my.degree, which you have ſo lately taken upon 
you, ox rather our humility, as in an equal poize 
of the ballances, raiſed it ſelf up to your heighth, 
You have: feen our Schools, and that famous 
Chappel., to the one of which you have taught 
Learning; to the other Piety , and what is there 
more among us that you can defire to {ee } behold 
the whole Univerſity , behold our moſt Noble 
Chancellor; who, whatſoever our Cambridge 
comprehends, repreſents with high advantage ; 
behold: our ſtrutures , ay the Magnitficence of 
Our Schools, wherein with the ſport, of Art we 
have pur to ſhame whatſoever hath been deſcri- 
bed by Yitravins : tis you, great Sir, 'tis you who 
arethe Architc& of our fortune,and whole mag: 
nificence will far exceed the higheſt glories we 
can preſume to imagin. I am the more ample, moſt 
honoured Gueſt, in the deſeryed praiſes of our 
Chancellour, that you may be the more ſenſible 
what Worthy, what Heroee,how great a Patron of 
others it is, whois this day ſublerytent ro your 


vertue and excellence : Certainly while 1 ſee 


wo 


| 
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.| two of the moſt illuſtrious perſonages of two ſuch 


reat Nations in place together , there ſeems I 
now not what Iſthmus, maugre the ſwelling Q- 
cean, to. have Joyn'd France and Britain into one , 
and may this knor be everlafting, and ſo ſtrongly 
Gordian , that no Alexander may be able to cur 
it aſunder wich his ſword.” Farther I would cx- 
patiate, and the zeal of my wiſhes ſhould ſtill go 
on forward, but that by the richneſs of the argu- 
ment, my mouth already ſuffers a ſquinaticy great- 
er than ever Demoſthenes felt: wherefore if I have 
been ſacrilegious in detaining overlong your ears, 
accuſtomed onely to the ſpeech of Kings, if in 
this I haye been ought criminal, let it at leaſt $e 
imputed to the provident temerity of my oyer- 
haſty Oration, that I may nor be thought to have 
come prepared to offend, | 
7 - Cleaveland, 


———_—_——_—_— 


OO O— 


Ejuſdem Oratio in Scholis hahita cum Junior 
Baccalaureus in Tripodem deputaret. 
Cantab. 


Uos n+ videre poſſum citra oculorum Hyperbe« 

len, quomodo vos appellarem : & cum altifſi* 

wus veſter Gradms, ſine ſcala cccupare nequit, Vuze 
um Orations Climax vweſtram ſcandet Dignita« 
tem'? Veſtram dum Teſpicin in eo vultu invents 
purpurgm : & ingentis cure que preſtande obſer- 
vantie me habet follicitum non nvi ſubtilins Are 
| 3 gumers 
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wmentum quam fiuporem. Qued autem Potta« | 


rum Princeps Deorum Senatum ad ſuam cogit 
PargaXounyeXiay, pari liceat & mihi was invitare 


ad hoc Ludicrum certamen noſtram. Umbreſt bec | 
noſtra contentio & Icon Belli, Murium, & Rana» | 
rm Pugna. quid aliud fuit quam Hiads Brachy 


graphia : & 1n puſlls ills auimalculis, Hettor & 
Achilles (tanquam Iliades in Nuce) coarflantar, 
Ea fiquidem eſt penſe noſtri conditio , ut Hic etiam 
Mars & Venus implicati jacent. Pugna eſt, ſed 
Ludicra Luſus, & tamen Bellicus , ita mt nec bit 
cinfta placeat P hiloſophia, nec nada Citherg. Qui 
virili togd indutus , nec dum reliquit Nuces , ſed 
torxs Focus crepat. Hujus ego Palladam , Poſthw 
mam Cerebri ſui prolem exiſtimabo, Qui in hiſce 
Floralibus ſolus Cato, & inter Philoſophie fpina 
wullos admittis Rhetorice flares, Hujus Minerva 
ad Amazons inſtar , altera Mamma deſtituitur, 
Ille demum fit miles mſter, qui & ſeſe preſtat in- 
genii velitem, & Phileſophie Cataphrattum , qui 
C& viriliter audet diſputare, & cum Bipode Tripod: 
par-impartudere, Me quod fpeftat: Ita Rationem 
ad agendum ſubduxi meam , nt utrunque munis 
wolier fimul, & ſubterfugiam. Et pudibunda, me 
rum inter & officium , Muſa, & fugit ad ſalices, 
& viders cupit, 


Sic Dixit, * : 
7. Cleaveland, 


£9]- 
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4s An Oration of the rar Author delivered in the 
* publick Schools, when he was 7unjoy Battheloy, 
and was to dif] pate pon the Tripos: ry 


4 | XJ Ou whom I cannot look upon without a Hy- 
yy perbole of eyes, by what name or title ſhall 
& | Tbe able to falute you ? And figce your high and 
wr, | mighty degree cannot be reacht without a-Lad- 
s | der, what Climax of Qration-will ſerve to: climb 
ſed | your Dignity 2 while I ſuſpe& my Chegks'to be 
bit | hung with your ſcarlet, nor do I know a more.fub- 
2 | tile argument of that excceding care which holds 
ſed] me ſollicitous of rendring you your due reſpe&, 
bu | than my filence and aſtobiſhment ; bit whereas 
ſce] the Prince of Poets brought the Senate - of the 
z4 | pods to his battle of Frogs and Mice, by the ſame 
'»4| reaſon I may make bold to invite you to this ſpor- | 
wr. | tive Combat, or Contention of ours, which is a 

5- | ſhadow, or image of war ; the fight of'the Mice 
qu | and Frogs, what was it other then the frore:hand | 
ode | of the Lliads, Hefor and Achilles drawn. in little | 
em | in thoſe petty. animals, like the Iiads compreſt [|| || 
16} within a Nut-ſhell, and ſuch alſo is the condition Ii! || 
we | of our task, that Marr and Venus may here be || 
64, | ſeen intangled together. Ic is a fight bur ſportive, [| 

a play which yet hath in it ſomewhat of war ; ſo | 
that Rtraitlac't Philoſophy will not here be ſea- | 
ſonable, nor the bare Harp alone : He,who clad 
inthe Robe of manhood, hath not yer left his 
toves, bur feems as if he were made up of jeſts,his 


Ay K 4 Afmerva 
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Minerva I ſhail eſteem the poſthume off-ſpring of 
his own brain ; the man, who appears a meer Cats 
irt theſe May-games, and among the prickly 
thorns of Philoſophy admits no flowers of Rheto- 
-rick;: his fancy like an Amazon ſeems bereft bf 
one pap: 'Qur Souldier muſt be ſuch a one as can 
fhew himſelf, both a lighe Horſeman of wit and « 
- Cuiraſſeer of Philoſophy, who dares both man- 
fully diſpute, and play at even or odde , with- the 
two legg'd' Animal and tbe Tripes, or three legy' 
fook, As for me, I have ſo ordered my affairs, as 
co perform both offices together, and.yer;-provide 
foraneſcape : Thus 'my:Maſe :at a loſs:berween 
duty and diſtruſt, both ſlievaghvke reeds , and yet 
defires to be ſeen, i120 ade. 4-3 
> exel anger] 8s WOT Of ?. Cleaveland. 
Ejuidem Oratio Salutatoril in adventum Illuſtrib 
' mi Principis Palatinati. Cantabrig. 

Serenifſime Comes Pala 


I Archetypam copwiloofht ala poſſem 


rauſcribere,c Orationem meam Hhquam venw 


flats Metaphoram, a veſtro vultu dedatere., yl 


imagine veſtram aniulis encomics exprimerem, it 
qui fpritatum venias, venires fpettandus, & unicum 
eſſet Foannenſe fpeftaculum teipſum tibi oftentars 
Sed quoniam ad. ſolares hoſce radios caligat penitm 
Athenienſis noftua, gratulor mibi mtam inertiam, 
ſruporem jatto, Ita enim cum Sacratiffimo Principt 
in Trutina quadam [um collocatus, ut in oy 
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mat me mea bumils facultas , in tantum ſur- 
ſum, nititur veſtra Sublimitas.” Salveigitur ( De» 
fderatiſſime Princtys ) bujus Collegis Anima , ſen 
nw Omninm Animarum Collegium , ita tibi- ſin- 

bs devori ſama, & in obſequium veſtrum juntta 
lavge ruimwu.  Ecce tibi Majorem tworum mo- 
aunenta Margartte (que Semiram invideat ) co» 
Ha maenia: Margaveie, & Henrici ſeptimi of ne- 
ſtir um omnium matru, que uno parts enixa oft, quot 
Herculem fabulantur genuiſſe, quinquaginta Socios. 
Nec tibi , ftemmatique veſtro ſolam Margaretam 
debemus, quin & paterne glorie heres eſto, Frede« 
Yicum volo beatiſſime memorize, qui vigints ab hinc 
plau minus anni, wna cum Auguſtiſſimo (tune tem- 
por ſurgente Inlo) ad hanc Margarete ſobdlem, 
yuaſt compatrer & ſuſceptores acceſſerunt. O quan 
leti meditamur iſlum natalem noſtrum , diemque 
adeo Feſtum : ut muros hoſce, ſacro quodam Minis 
pinxiſſe videatar, Eequid buic felicitats ſupereſſe 
poſſit, ut quod patris fplendore ſemel tinflum , veſire 
olim'foret Dibaphum : ſequern patrem jam paſſibus 
quis. Enge Principem pretioſwum in quo omnium 


 legimus fomulatra Autographa, Margarete Pallar 


dium Frederics patris numiſma aureum , & mairis 
Cornelie ornamentum, Elizabethe dulcifſime, & in 
weſtro cultu totam Deam confeſſe ; cujus laudes ut 
hodiernam ſeculum effundit , ita pefteritatis eccho 
reparabat, cujus Maſcula anima-jam ſexs veſtitur 
maſculo Elizabetha Carolo. O quam Iuxauriat dis 
Fendi Seges ! O quam Decies repetiins placebit ( 
701144 
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rolus ! (arolue, Carols ſobrinu, & Carols avan. 
culus. O boatiſſima { arolorym Climax ! Matte 
eſto gradibus Carolina ſcala, ut cum pre altitading 
tus ſuprewus Rex Carglus calum petat , novi ſubs 
inde ſwecreſcant Carols, quibus (quaſs Internadiu 
diftintta e1u4 eternitas uſque & uſqac flirear fit if 
ſubinde ſuperſtes Carolus nou hominuns (parum It 
liam Neſtor) ſed Carolorum tres etates wiyunt 
fplis ſobrini utriuſque C oy” ay 
IC LIKE, 


7. Cleaveland, 


A $ alutary Oration of the ſame Authour, upon the 
Arrival of the moſt Illuſtrious Prince Palatine. | 
HMeſe Serene Prince, 

F I were able ta copy out the naturall hand- 

ſomeneſs and elegant compoſure of your bady, 
and to deduce my Oration, as the Metaphor of 
beauty , from your perſon , 'I ſhould fo ſer forth 
your Idea wich emulous praiſes, that -you who 
come to behold, ſhould chen come onely to be 
feen and admired , and it would be. the onely de- 
fign of St. Fohns Colledge to ſhew you unto your 
ſelf. Bur ſince, like che Athenian Owl, I am al- 

moſt blinded with choſe bright. Sun-like rayes, I 

applaud my ſelf in my own weakneſs , and boaſt 

my ſtupidity ; for being placed: as-ic were, in the 
ſcales wich you (moſt Sacred Prince) ſo much as 
my-bumble faculty depreſſech me, ſo much your 

{blime Excellence is raiſed up and adyanc'd: oo 

| there- 


"> 
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therfore,moſt defired Prince,the Soul of this Col- 
ledge,or rather the Colledge of all Souls.So deyo- 
ted are every one of us to you, that we ruſh in a u- 
nited brigade into the reſpe&g&: obſervance of you. 
Behold here che Monuments of, your Anceſtors, 
great Margarets ſtately walls,to be envied of Se- 
miram her ſelf: walls, I may fay of pearl, as be- 
ins the ſtruRure of this famous Margarer,the mo- 
ther both of Hexry 7,8: of this whole ſociety of us 
here;having at one birth brought forth as many as 
Hereales hamſelf is fabled to haye begotten at one 
time,to wit,fifty Fellows;nor do we ow unto you, 
and unto your noble Linage Margaret alone, bur 
wealſo look upon you, as the true Heir of your 
Fathers glory, Frederick of moſt happy memory, 
who about twenty years ago, together'with the 
moſt Auguſt, the rifing ?«lias of his time, came 
as it were Goafathers, or Ungertakers , hither to 
this Progeny of the great Margaret ; Oh how 
joyfully do we call to remembrance that Births 
day of ours, a day ſo joyful & feſtival, that it ſeems 
to have left a tinQure of ſacred Vermilion upon 
theſe walls., to this day. What more could we 
have deſir'd to have been added to our felicity, 
than that what hath once been purpled by your 
Farhers ſplendour , ſhould be dy'd in grain by 
yours, who ſo cloſely follow the track of your fa- 
thers.noble foot-ſteps? Go on, moſt highly valued 
Prinee,. in whom we plainly read, naturally and 
lively deſcribed by your ſeif, the reſemblances of 


all 
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all your Anceſtors at once,the Palladium of Mx: 
garer,che golden Medal of your Father Frederick, 
the Ornaments of Cornelia-chaſte Elkzabeth your 
Mother, who this day appear to us all goddelles,in 
the excellence of your form & vertues ; and whoſe 
praiſes, as the preſent age is fill'd with, fo the ec- 
cho of poſterity will eyer repeat,whoſe maſculine 
ſoul is now inveſted with a maſculine Sex. Eliza. 
beth with the maſculine Charls,Oh how many new 
occaſions ſtill croud upon my 'diſcourle , to make 
it well into a vaſt bulk? How grateful is the name 
of Charl:,chough ten times repeated ; Charls the 
Cozen of Charles, and the Unkle of Charles, Oh 
happy Climax of Charlr's ! Let this Caroline ſcale 
be an increaſe of your - Honour | many degrees, 
that when our King Charles, ar the very top of it, 
ſhall rouch heaven for height,there may yer ſpring 
up new Charles*s , by which his eternicy diſtin- 
Saiſhe (as it were by Internodes) may neyer ceaſe 
to flouriſh, and may Charles himſelf, inthe mean 
while ſurvive, not three ages of men (for we re- 
pard not Neſtors Hium)bur three lives of Charle's, 
the poſterity of both Cozen-Getmans, and long 
may they alſo live. | 7 


Ejuſdem Oratio in Scholis Publicis habira cum 
Patris Officio fungeretur.. Canfab, 

Uam equivochm fit nomen Patvis , quota, 

| & quam diſcolor officio ratio , ſs non ali- 

mnas, ab bac varia frequentia ( ſevernares virs & 
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lepidiſſima Proles ) prfſem digmſcere : fS enim ad 


fngula Auditorum ingenia quilibet Orator compe- 
nendus ſit, ita wt eum ſenibus Tuſſiat , rideat cum 
Pueris. Duid ergo Homini ? Dnale futurys ſuns 
monſtrum ? Gravitate & mucibus Patre & Puers 
interpunttum. Quand in difpartita, Aquilaque exe 
panſa fiers videmus nnum corpus duplicem oftentare 
faciem, eadem eſt neftra ergy vos & Filios Bifrong 
conditio, Hos cum aſpicio / af Senex eAquila, Puts 
hes meor ad veſtrum 7ubar exportatura, ubs vos > 
contra, neſcio quo modo , & ipſe in Pullum 1.eqee, 
& (ad inſtar Aquile) 7aventum renovo. Due igi- 
tur Dramatis Perſone ſuſtinende ſunt. Veſftra in 
ſeens atturus ſum Filium, in veſira Patrem, alte= 
rm genu flexum, alterum ftabit Elephantinum. 
Oſcillatione qued ainnt ſuperam modo , modo infi» 
mam occupato partem, partim Puer, partim Senex, 
qualu e/Eſon, ille in Abeno Medea ſemicefing. Et 
que quidem aptior via inveniri poteft quam per fe. 
rulam ad faſces ? per Filis ſcabellum , ad Culmen 
Patru aſſurgere ? ſerviendum ut 1mperes, Aulice 
rum methodus: Arwvitule ad Bovem Melons pros. 
freſſus. Vobu igitur (viri Graviſſimi) primitis 
mſtre ſunt conſecranda, quos fi nullo, vel (quod per= 
inde eſt) tranſlato honore perſequar , non dico can» 
[am quin Filii mei tmprobitate erga me pars , 1nw- 
riam veſtram nleiſcantur. Neque tamen interea 
mſcimus quals ves compellarem nomine , Quorum 
Ermaitio ſeribit Academia Maritos , Obſequium 
walit Folios, Perplexns fmit & Tortuoſns ille ineeſt 


modus, 
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waar, quem de Ordipo ſo fabulatar Grecia ; Maj 

Meander unuſquiſque veſtrum, quorum cum Eru- 
ditione Academia Mater gravids fit, & quotan- 
uls parturiat ; Dorm precepts & exemplari 
virtute, quam Tenella Puber(quaſs Binis Uberibus) 
laftathr indies. Non Oedipus majori cum e/Enig+ | 
mate ſceleratus, quam quilibet veſtrum ſuis : Mas 
ri Maritus, Uxoru Filins& Fratrum Pater:Ne 
que hic fiſtat divina veſtra Indoles, cujus vel piturd 
eft ſath prolifica, fiquidem Alma Mater ubi conci- 
piat weſtram ſpeciens ob orulos ponit , veſtrum inſtat 


repreſentat Animos, ut taaſculam magus excultam| 7... 


enitatur ſobolems. 111i, 111; eftis, quibrs fi ante inven- 


tas literas contigiſſet vixiſſe , imagines veſtras ab] |, 


e/E7yptics expreſſas, bodie pro eArtibiu, & ſcientiy 
legeremus. Non ego, ſequax error Hllins qui nihil |; 
egregium aucit, niſi guued veraſium : qui praſentia 
Abi Tempors, & hiſterno jave Pahem atrum de* 
vorar. Seneſcat (fi Dies placet ) Natara ; Majuri- 
bus Noſtris dedit Animarum jagera , nobs ſpithas 
mas : Gigantes 1!li, Nos Puſtones + Degeneres Ant- 
#e, & ver> Minore: in hac opitrione : Lucrifecit hes 
#tas, non decoxit, 1Ili quidem littrarim Atavi , ſed 
quota eft Familia ? cujus Prithict fuit Tilnd quod 
dirtre nelo, ſecundus Dd nequeo, Humilie prin- 
cps nobilts progreſſus. Habtant quid ſuum eſt An 
Fiqui, ſed nt in ſoliduns fiant Domini, ſuas ſibs laudet |, - 
vindicent, ſed veſtras vobis ne accipiant , Quorum} ©, 
ego merits; tantum confide, ut veterum ſicut ego ta 
witium veneror, ſic miſereor impotentiam. mm 

ili 
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His Glandes, veſtram oft Triticum. Calceati riram 
dentes & vittm afper , veſtre Daper, & ingenii 


| gle, quibus quod retro eft ſuculum firavit tantwns 


menſas , erit a quaiitus filturum. Clari Conviue 
quibus obſonantur Antiqui, miniſtrant Poſteri ! ſed 
quam effrons Ego, & Devorati padoris , quit dam 


| veſtra molior encomia orationem meam tante feli- 


citatts Commenſalem reddam. Liceat tamen pec« 
cart ( Anuditores) ut Igneſtatis : pMpura elotis ma- 


. | cules, & iterata injunria gloriahor de culpa a woble 


remiff 4, mags quuans de Innocentia.  7ulius Sabiugs 
qunum 4 Rome Imperio defeciſſet; fuſs jam crpits &- 
affliftiv Rebus; in Monumentum quoddam ſe ab- 
didiſſe dicitar, nbi/ cam nxore tamain laruerit , ut 
plures filios ex ea ſuſciperet : T ape vero depre- 
benſus, & pro Tribanali poſeens ; Filios ſms in 
wedinm fiftens , fic affatur Indicem, Parce, Parte, 


| Ceſar : Hos in Monumento genus, Hoſce ali, wt 


Tibi plures eſſemics ſupplices ! weſtram fideo: ( Aut 
ditires ) quicquamne nſpiam dit Rotundius ! O 
venas ſpes tnas Cicero: Fruftr a ſuſceptos laborer ! 


| O copitationes inanes Twas ! Tinns Tinns pre ho: 


Oratornm maximo; Qui fi cum maore tua” Rhe- 
torica tamdin in Muſeo claſur eſſes, quam ille in 
Monumento, nunquam Orationem kujus parem ge- 
aniſſes, Gratias Tbs (Sabine) de hac excuſatione 
Mea, qui cum neceſſe fit ut delinquam, habeo tamen 
deprecandi formulam:: Habeo Filios Quos oftex- 
dam , Hanc circumftantem Rhetoricam ; Magna, 
magna eft Infantum Eloquentia qui to plus exorant 

quo 
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quo minus lognantur, Suornys iicet tacendsin. pres 


ſens utar, neque dubito quin-pins favoris demerear. 


filentio quam witeriori teaio, 4s v8 ho 
| . SicNiie,..  . 1 
- 1 440 fo Cleaveland. 


An Oration fprken by thi. [ame Authowr n the 
publick School5, when be" took pon him. _ 
be Office of Father,” 

H2" equivocal the name.of Father-is,zzhat & 
how varions the reaſon of the paternal office, 

if by no other means. beſide (Grave: Bench ,of 
Seniority, and your more. frolick Off-ſpring) yet 
from this mixt concourſe of, Ayditours, I might 
be enabled to judge: for 1t.eyery.Oratour ſhould 
be driven to frame.his behayiour according to the 
humour and capacity of all ſorts of Hearers,ſo as 
to cough with old men, to laugh with boycs,what 
kinde of mat would this dexterity require, '0r ins 
deed what kind of monſter muſt he be, interpoints 
ed with gravity and whirlegigs , with Father and 
Children, that which we ſee .bappens in the di- 
vided, or double ſpred Eagle , where one , body 
reſents to view two faces , the. ſame is our dou- 
Gie-bonted condition towards you, Grave Seni- 
ours, and roward theſe my Sons, theſe,when I be- 


hold, I am the old Eagle, and going about co ex-, 


poſe my young ones tothe reſt of your piercing 
rayes ; when your ſelves, on the other fide I look 
ppon, I allo my ſelt, I know not how, return into 

| 4 
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a Chicken, and, like a true Fagle, renew my 


:|youch. In this Comedy therefore, I am to take 


upon me two perſons, in your Scene I muſt a& 
the Son, in yours the Father, the one with a 


| bended knee;the ocher ſtiff as an elephanc: I fancy 


my ſelf ar the _—_—_ game call'd Ofcillation, 


* | where ſometimes I poſleſs che upper part , ſome- 
| times the lower ; partly.a childe , partly an old 


man, like that famous e£/o» of old, half boil'd 
in the cauldron of Afedea ; and what fitter way 
can there be found out, than by the rod of cor- 
re&ion, toarrive at the ſtaff of authority ; by the 
low ſettle of a Son,to come to the revercnd chair 
of a Facher. We mult ſerye, that we may obey ; 
it is the rule of Courtiers: and, according ts 
Mils's praQice, the way to come up to an Ox, is 
to begin-at a Calf. To you therefore, molt Reye- 
rend Sages, our firſt-fruits are to be conſecrated 2 
but in caſe I ſhall be'thoughe ro accoſt you witly 
none, or, which is as bad, with borrowed honor : 
I ſeeno reaſon , but my Sons may , with-the like 
diſobedience toward me, revenge your injury; 
nor do I yet know in the mcan time, by what title 
to ſalute you, whoſe learning may (ti'e you the 
Husbands of the Uniyerlity,whoſc obedience may 
rather make you paſs for her Sons. Intricate and 
perplext was that inceſtuous riddlc, which Greece 
reports of her ſon Oedipas ; but eycry one of you 
are a more involved Meander , wich your learn- 
ing, our Mother-Uniyerſity impregnated, brings 
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Forth year, by your precepts andexemp , 

—— were by two teats , the tender rms x 
are ſuckled every day ; ſo that Gedipss himſelf, 
was never branded with a more myſterious inceth,,.. 
than each of you arc guilty of, being /the Husband|4,c. 
of your Mother , the Son of your Wite, and the}, 

Father of your brethren,nor do your Divine-fav-ſ,,;. 
cies reſt here , your very PortraiQures being apt] a... 
enough for generation, for as ourfacred Mother]... 
when ſhe conceives, puts ſome of your Idea's be-ſ,,1, 
fore her eyes, and harh a repreſentation of Soub|,z, 

like unto you, that ſhe may bring forth a Maſcu: 
line and perfe& off-ſpring , ſuck and fo Authen-|,,. 

tick you are, that if you had chanc't to live before upor 
Letters were invented, your pictures expreſt a|,,.. 
Hieroglyphicks by the Egyprians might bave becn 
read at this day inſtead of Arts and Sciences ; IÞ,.. 
am not addi&ed to that valgar errour, of thoſe}. 
that eſteem nothing of any moment unleſs what (sen 
is ancient, ſuch loath the preſent time, and in fa jg... 
your of yeſterday feed upon courſe bread;Nature|,,. 
forſooth muſt grow old,to our Anceſtors ſhe gave |, 
acres of Soul, to us but ſpans, there were Giants, |. 
we but Dwarfs ; how degenerous, and eruly little 
Souls have they that perfiſt in this opinion ; the |... 
later ages have gain'd, and not become bankrupt, þ, .» 
thoſe indeed were the great Grand-father of Let- 
ters, but how many families are there, the firſt of |,, 
which were,I will not tell what, the ſecond I can-[; 
not tell what; a mean beginning hath —_—_— ah 
air 
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a] tir and happy progreſs z Tet the Ancients have 
bez tributed to them what is their due, but et them 
ſelf] nor be alcogether Deitied, . they-may challenge ro 
ett, themſelyes their deſerved praiſes ; but miſt not 
an] (fraud you of yours ; ſo ftitich" reſpe& I hear to 
- the Ancierits, that I both reyerence their prep 
haits , and pitty their decayes ; they belch forr 

a8t] Ac 
her 
be 
ouls 
ſcu: 
Cn 
fore 
W. 
eco 
1 
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rongs, but t6 you belongs the W hear, their teeth 
ere Hobnail'd, and cheir fate courſe, hilt to you 
telopg the delicates, andthe hixury of wit, to yorl 
the paſt ages, cover the Tadle, and thefiture 
times attend with T renchers, happy gueſts as you 
ae, whom Antiquity feaſts , and Poſterity- waits 
won at Table: but how froncleſs am I, and as it 
were eaten out of ſhame , who while I atrempe 
four Praiſes make my own Oration a fellow<com- 
goner of ſo much felicity, yet perhaps it may be 
dlowable to let flip ſgme offences, that you 
(gentle Andicors) may haye what to pardon; the 
bors being once waſhre away out of my Scarler, 
We Und che Grain renewed, I ſhall glory more in that 
> teulc which you ſhall think worthy to be emitted; 
then in having been altogether innocent. fulins 
abings having teyolted from the Roman Empire 

hen he had been oyerthrown in battle , and re- 
ur Hnc't tothe utmoſt extremity , he is ſaid to have 
ſhut himſelf up in an old Monument, where t0- 
gether wich his wife, he lay hid for divers years ; 
ad during that time had begotten a great com- 
pany of Children ; bur at laſt being diſcoyered 
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and brought before the Judgement ſeat, he plac} 
his Sons before him, and addreiſing himſelf ro the 
Sovereign Judge , Spare me, ſaid he, ſpare me 
great Ceſar, theſe Sons have I degor in the Mony- ( 
ment, and I haye brought them up carefully , to 
the end that we might come the greater number 
of ſuppliants before youzto you(courteous Audi 
cours) I appeal, what could there have been ſaid left 
more effectual then this ; Vain were thy hopes] *77 
O Cicero : In vain thy great pains beſtowed, nor rib, 
were thy foaring phanſies any thirig but flaſhes, 
thou wert bur low, and flat in reſpe& of this moſt 
excellent of Oratours ; nor, had({t rhou been ſh ſeer 
up in thy Muſeum with Rhetorick thy Wits, 
couldſt thou ever have begot Orations like to his. 
I render thee thanks, O Sabinxs, for this my ex 
cuſe, who fince I could not but prove peccant, 
have yet by this means met wich ſo handſome 2 
preſidenc of begging favour. I have alſo my Sons|| 
to ſhew,this croud of Rhetorick that ſtands about fam 
me : Great, Great is the eloquence of Children, ip 6 
who ſo much the more preyail, by how much che* P 
leſs they ſpeak : their example therefore for the fcio 
preſent I ſhall follow, and doubt not but T better 
deſerve by being ſilent, then by the rediouſnels 4 " 


: am 
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Oratio gratulatoria 7 ohannis Cleaveland:, Pre- 
lectotis Rhetorici, ad Magiſtros, 


Uanta & quam divina , fit veſtra beneſa 
ciendi Indoles , & quam panperrima gra- 
titudints mſtre Talio, neſcio an dinturnum me- 


| wm Silentium, an hogierna Oratio luculentias faerit 


teftimonium. Imparem ſe fatetur modeſta taciturni- 
145, in tanto certamine maluit cedere, quam infan- 
tibus gratis bumanitatem veſtram balbultiri. In 
winim:s C5 que compenſari pbſſunt Beneficits, peccat 


| Silentinm in majoribus religioſum : ſed frigide agine» 


ſeere , tantundem eſt & tacere : & in hc tamen 
ſcelere Pietatem meam invenietss : Quod enim votu 
felicits ambiunt alis, ut favort veſtro paribus nume- 
rh refpondeant , ut Munns, & Gratiain amabilem 
quandam Eclogam coaleſcant ; ſecus ego gratulor 
meam gratiarum ignaviam ; quo enim mags infra 
Muneris veſtri magnitudinem ſubſide, eo mags In- 
famia mea, munus commendo: Gratie cum beneficio 
is bilanec poſite, & pro levitate ſna in ſublime ate, 
ex proprio ludibrio gloriam addunt, & Pondns bene- 
ficio : quod. fi elegantes magy velit Gratias, eftote 
vor minges munifici. Gratitude eſt Benefici echo, que 
ut ſingulaverba poteſt repetere , ita longam Senten- 
tiam ne dimidiare. Monoſyllaba ( ut ita dicam ) Be- 
wficia, faciles reverberamus ; cum grandioribus, & 
veſtris, ni unam ant alteram ſyllabam , rependimas. 
Prodeo igitur in Aciem cam Amore weſtro, ſed ut 
weumbam, ſtudeo, Contendunt Gratie cum Bene- 
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ficin, ſed ut ex ipſa pugua, major appareat vittoria, 
Oui in Hoſts poteſtatem ſe Inbens offert , invidet 
Hoſts Honorem ſunm, Plenior ex capto , quam ex 
gedito Trinmphus , & munificentia veſtre Pan, 
ex Oratore vitto, quamex imbelli Silentio, Yuorſum 
auteus Þ go in. bac Subſellia aſcenderiw, qui ita 4 
Proavis' meu hereditarium acceps Sileutinum , ut 
wectſſe habuerim ( quaſe ex T raduce ) tacuiſſe? Erat 
enim cam Leftorem legere , Pleonaſmus haheretur, 
Artis fuit apud illos, diffimulare Artew, Mums ſue 
cipere, ( cum Privilegio dormive. Implere autem 
(abſit nomen ) officium , ad induſtriaw prodere, de po- 
ſteris mereri male, Crediderim ſaue Ego , iſtnd fu. 
iſſe Muneru noſtri Iugenium, ut (quod Pape ſolem) 
e0r4m Viriutes eſſent cognontma, a quibss WAxXimy 
diſtant : Proinde Rhetors ills eligerent ur, qui per te 
tum Annum obmuteſcerent. Nec inomerito, tam rar 
rs enim fucrunt, taminfrequentes Prelefiores moſtrs, 
fam Secul wes denique, ut neſcio quibus poſſum pres 
fari melias, quam ity Preconiu ;, Venite ad Liades, 
wor Nem" mortaligm unquan vidit nec viſurss ef 
poſtea. Sed nova hec Anno exoritur Leftorum Relt 
$10, qus aliter ag Letores ſolent, ad Canones & Sits 
iula revocamur. Stamnus indies, lequimur gatiaie, 
& tam ancipiti Pulmonum virtutt,ut & Pulpita ad 
vigiliam, & Auditores ad Sumnum adigamus , 4d 
Sor. 1um dixi ? ad Horrorem potins, tanto enim per- 
enſſi ſunt metu, ut verendum fit , ne ad Pedagege! 
ſerip/erint novitiam aliquam Hereſin ſuppullnlart, 
KRatyloniam Meretricem #n Rhetorigny Lenocinig Re- 
| divivam 
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| dvivam efſe, & in Liberalibns Scientiis ſepticollem 


Beſtiam. ' Ecquid amplins apud vos Papiſticum ? 
Immo quod peſſimum eft, Notin & interdin Hor as 
Canonicas tbſervare Procancellarium. 4 uvem won 
citing cum Honore nomino , quin eo defiefienda vis 
deatur Oratio;, cnjns in Landes tam alacris eft mea 
Rhetorica, at [i ſemel undarent lora, vereoy quod hae 
benas won anairent denuo : quotne enim eft P atronus 
Noſter, qui Homnes alioqus ſommilentos , tanquans 
matxrinas ſol, Raditn.ad Labores excitat. Qui tie 
ai in Officw., aut dermire in aprico pudendum r= 
tas non mods laborat, ſed noſtri Laborss eft Artifex. 
la tandem quam [pſe exercet dilig entiam felics cone 
tagione nob14 affricat. Qui denique (& quod ego Pal- 
warinm duco) Medeſtiam meam minus di Acilem, 
w hodiernum veſtrum raperet Obſequium. Vos in- 
telligo ( Senatua ampl'f.) quibus quicquid Preletto- 
ms ſum , refero acceptum ; Ynorun neſcio an me 
Rbetorem elegerunt 7 uditia, an crearunt Suffragia : 
Crearunt dice ( CF ſatis cum andacierepets) rot enim 
facunde voces in unum congeſte, quem non Rherorem 
effeciſſent ? Quod igitur Poete fabulantur, al Pan- 
dre Natalutia univer ſum Deorum adf niſſe Symbe- 
lam, ita in Rhetorica mea,& veſtro wnammi conſen- 
fu, invenietts empu3or. Quare quos Elaqurmmia mea 
(frqua ſit ) agnoſeit Compatres,non dubio quin {que 
habitura fit [nſceptores , nt eadem Iubentia in Anres 
veſtras reſiliat, qua facili ex Peflore profetta- eff. 
New pen ſabo in poſterum imbecillitatem me aw ; .'qui 
ouns dediſt is, dediſtis & humeros , & ut abſint alia, 
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ſatis eſt cum Aquila veſtra militari, Refert Sextea, 
ae puſillo quodam & monogrammato ( ut fic dicam) 
homuncione, qui in Paleſtram auſus eft deſcendere, 
quia pugiles multos, + ftrennos ſervos dom aleret: 
Servi tantum potrerint, fi vicaris roborts Confidentia, 
infirmuns Sexum commaſeulare poſſit ; Quid Do 
mini facient ? Et Egoin bunc Literaruw pulverem 
poſſum irruere, non meo Mereurs, ſed quoniam tam 
wultos, & facundss habram Dominos ; non enim 
ad hoc Officium deftinatus ſum 4 dextro Vulture , 
won & ſortibua, now ab imperito vnlgo; ſeu (quod iden 
eſt apud Perſas ) binuienti Equurum armento ; ſed a 
Senatu veſtro, ſcilicet (ut ſobrie andax poſſum di- 
cere ) ab Occonomico Literarum Concilio ; quid enim 
non infra corwm dignitatem erit, quibus Artes omnes 
pro Satellitio ,, & comurate veniunt in Clientelam 
ſeientie.' Impos hic ſui Rheturica & Landes veſtras, 
ne anhela quidem Eloquentia adequare poteſt. Par- 
cate ( Auditores) fi vos compellem frequent ; ita enim 
ſubduxi rationem meam ad agendum , ut ubi nomi- 
naverim T roporum affatim, abunde Figurarum Vee 
firum Memoria non evaneſceret, Quod igitur eAv- 
tis Memwie Profeſſores ſolent per ea que | ſunt ante 
oculos poſita.; alia quacuuque Memoranda figmpica- 
re; Jdem Awuditores Mens Indoftos welim, ut in v0s 
ora, & obtwitus figant ; & hunc Metonymiam dllum 
Hyperbolen , univerſam multitudinem , pro conti- 
nuata Figurarum Allegoria tmaginats ; omnes C0 
Þres, omnia Orationu Lumina, integram Rhetorice 
ſoppellettilem, per quanaam Oculorum —_ 
: a 
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ad ſatransferant. Fam ( Anditores ) cum eo deven- 
tum oft, ut vos omnes-iu-volumen aliquod Rhetori- 
eum compegerins ; Accipite in poſterum Lelturum, 
in preſens aliquid de--Rhetorica dicendum cenſeo, 
Neque tam felix argumentum, quale vor reputo; 
wee price reliquiſſem, quam individuis Laudibu ,vos 
& Rhetoricam , ſemel , ſimulque commendazem 
Quid igitur ego, quin-ut veterem illum Medele mo» 
dum imitarer, Lapides aliquos in os injicerem ? quos 
nſt favor veſter pluſquam.Chymicws in pretioſos vere. 
zerit : indigni erunt, qui in Auribus veſtrus, tam dis 
ſertts pendeant. 

Age igitur Rhetorica, explica virtutes tuas, quas 
Logice Philoſophie, ceteriſque ſun ſororibus ſoles 
preponere : ſs tibi in eodem dreſſes Officio, quid aliud 
quam fores ſaperes , domi. inſantres ? Atque hinc 
optime Rhetorice- Encomium auſpicari poſſumm, 
quod nativa fit ejus Pulchritudo : Cum in caters 
mil niſs emptitium fucum deprehendas, ſcitumeſt iliud 
Phrynes T hebane commentum ;, Que cum Convivio 
inter equales intereſſet ,&+ probe jam ſaburrate omnes 
Ludz operam darent : Lex Lata eſt, ut quicquid fa- 
fo preiret queuu ſnbſequerentur cetere: nbi ad vices 
Phrynes deventum eſt, piſcit aquam, faciem lavat ; 
quod cam cetere feciſſent pro imperio Legs, Phryne 
pulchrior, ( ut que ſordes eluerat ) catere deformiores 
(ut qua furum deterſerant)apparuere. Huc ſumma 
redit, Denig, Autographa eſt Rhetorum venuſt a5,que 
inceterss eſt mutuatitia, filtitis ſunt aliorum vnl- 
tra , cum neſciat Rhetorica quali fit illa nova Pro- 
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ſopepreia ;, catere ſcientie Maguates ſunt Domine, 
ſed tanquam Domins facies [nas a pixide mutuan- 
tur. Ut enim cateras tactam, quid Logica fi ad Rhe« 
taricam comparata ? Contrattns ille Pugueus, ad Co 
lopbus magis accommodatus , quam ad aures demnul. 
cendas. Ubi veroin Palmam extendatur Rhetorica, 
ox oÞns ofb ut dicam quantum potuerit ; cum Frater 
mens Logicus, nuper exemplo ſue oftenderit : Que 
agar alias Artes deaurare ſolet aliorum laudibus, 
ut fu ſuperbiat * que tanquam Daniſta, Eleganti- 
am. foru lecat uſurarian ; iniquum o(|et,fi non ipſam 
Sortem cum Fanore reciperet. Quanquam quedem 
Bbetorica non tam facultates farmrs apponit , quan 
tauquan Miſſilia in plebem feientiarum Regina diſ- 
ſeminat. Hattenus quam dives Rhetorica m aliens 
hocults, videammns nwnc quan epulenta fit mn ſus; quod 
aut faciligs fieret, utinam T heſanrarins ets (reero 
reviviſceret ; Qui ſs toties de Rhetorica quoties. de 
Conſulatu gloriatns eſſet, & eque indefeſſun arg us 
mentum habuiſ[et,& mitins ob ſuperbiam vapularet. 
Hiclle Attice Helene rivals + Hic Palladis Gree 
ce Ulyſſes. Hinc iile P hikſophi Lackryme, Rhetors- 
cam e Gracia trauſmutaturam, Ymod enim Antos 
mo Athenas proficiſcenti Cives Minervam [nam de* 
fponſarunt: Ideo pro eAadulationss pana Talentum 
pro aote coatts ſunt numerare ; Idens in. Ciceronem 
plenins as wellent eveniſſe conſtat. Rhetoricam Pre- 
ſidem Civitatw Deam, in axorem duxit, & nbi 4 
Pyres omnen ejus Ornatum dotalem-ſolveret, ſecum 
# Italian tran/muraui, Enge redux Cicero, {al- 

vere 
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vets in Tuſculano Athene! meliora Spolia,quamu ve- 
tern illa rip Feretrio conſecrata, </Equalu fuit 
Cicerents Copia, qualss 83us dicendi Tybur. Fare 
Romanss Nilus, quantum enii Eloquentia , vel in 
altitudinem exercuit, vel deferbuit , tantum facun+ 
ds, vel fterila, felix,vel miſera extitit Italia. Quot 
Ille Corongs ob Cives, quot ob Provincias defwnden« 
das meruit ? Qui cum duos Parricidio libergvit, 
( Roſcium & Popilintn ) ob wnum in aternum debair 
vivere , Mninm optima ratione; ob alterum mari, 
idque Popilii Many , in tjuſdew cede Parricidium 
roufeſſi.  Hic tamen Cicero, facundie (pinſus , hic 
(pace Bruti dixerim) Romanorum Rex , bic plufe 
quan Ceſar, perpetuns Diftator , ut divinum Rhe» 
toric numen ſacre quodati horroxe agwoſceret.. Jn 
Orationem primerdics, fingultizs (ut ait Comicus) 
& /orbilla vittitavis. Vetus obtinuit Super ftitto, wt 
ubi Luna peteretur eclipſin armwnum ſtregitus, 
uel quilibet altus clangor, parturienti Numins, ( fc 
enim credebant) obſt etricari poſſit» Vbi laborat Res - 
publica, ubi deliquium paſſnra oft Patric , interce- 
dat Rhetorica ut Lucing jun, & ſwaviſſimo tom- 
tru tumorem ſedat. Tumultuetur plebs, ſecedit in 
Faniculum, ecquis prodit Fwpiter Stater ? Ecce Rhe- 


Membru tintinabuls, fugitivum examen ad pre- 


ſepe redegit. Tantum Artificio valet babitus Or : 
Sevecam cum audiret Nero, quis 4quaret ejus uin- 
quennium ? ita facundas infidiatur Tyranuo, &f A- 
nimum eu ad Vitia procliyem, furtiva Rhetarics un 
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virtutem proait ;, ſanfliſſime rew Majeſtatu. Ne- 
que enim Reges aut Imperatores Rhetorice jugum 
ſupterfugiunt.” Tonat Rbetorica ? fraſtra ſub letts 
cubat Teſtuao Caligula, Fulgurat Rhetorica ? fru- 
ftra Lanro circundatur Tiberius, in iſto circuls ſe. 
curws, Duplex enim eft Rhetorice Genius ; Bonus 
qui innocentes premia afficit : Malus, qui ſcelera- 
ros exagitat. Tam ſubtilis oft jus Suada, & huju 
Terror, ut tanquam Fulmen terrebrans, ſaluu Core 
porum vaginis ipſas animas liquefaciat. Quid er- 
o vob Craſſos, Lucios, & Calios propenam ? quo- 
rumilluſtriym Rhetorum tam numeroſa ſunt apud 
Hiſtoriam exempla, quam apud nos nulla, Nam þ 
qua ſtrigoſa Oratio, ſine ſanguine, ſine anima, Sen- 
tents ad tertium Lapidem porrefta hec (fe placet) 
eft Ciceroniana z pudendum mminu Sacrilegium ! 
& cujus in vindiltam miror facundos mants nou res 
ſurgere, novas ſcriptures Philippicas ; ſed ecce alins 
Cicerons inſons ; qui perſpicuum & ſumplicem Sty- 
lum implicite loquitur, & in enigmate. Tt fi Per- 
ſei Carmina in Proſam Orationem per modum eA- 
nagrammatu reſolveret. Anime iepte ! & que ne- 
minem Oratorem preter Sphingem monſtrum ; ne- 
minem Anditorem preter Oedipum adſciſcerent. 
Tertins prodit, uterque neuter ; qus ambabus ſells 
ſedet, qui omnia dicends genera deperit : cujus O- 
ratio (tanquam ac Rhetorica metampſuchoſin inſti- 
rweret ) per omnes ſtylor divagatur : Ubi interim 
Hſuſarum Caſtitas ? Adulter eft iſte ſtylus,qui rem 
babet cum pluribus, & maxima Oratoruw _- 
| e 
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eſt 4qaum, & Integritas. Sed proh ſuper ! Egine, 


wt Rhetorice Encominm moliar , & Oratorem no- 
ſirum Publicum pretermittam ? cujus nomen cum 
Demoſthene triplicare, eft Rhetoricam ex omni parte 
definire, Peregrinatur in alits Rhetorica, hic Incola 
eft ,non Hefpes, nnde non mags illam divellar, quam 
ſoelem e Calo, aut Tuſtitiam e Fabritio, Ille Decus 
ſue , & gloria neſtre Gents, Qui cum Orator eft, 
& Greens Profeſſor ; pari Jure quo Ceſar , Cin« 
ſales neominars peſſit «Academia , Oratorer. 1lle 
enim verns Orator, qui Ambidexter : In quo bins 
Lingus unum Elegantie jugum trahunt. Refert 
Seneca, de quodam, qui cum bu in die declamaſſer, 
Grece, & Latine, & ſciſcitaretur quidam quomo- 
do peroraſſet, tulit Reſponſum , Bene, Kaas, bene 
Lating, perperam Grect : Dillum non minus lepi- 
dum, quam hadie verum, Ouam multi enim Lite» 
rati, ſunt Aygduuaru? Ont Eloquentes, Num; ? 
Plures Cicerones, ( paxci licet ) quam Demoſthenes. 
Incipiat ſane Rhetoricus a Latini, ſed adoleſcat & 
Grects : Gracia a Latinu mutuetur Calendas z ſed 
Idus apponat ſnas : Dyienimin ſolis Lating eft exe 
ercitatns , eft Polyphemus Moneculus , pene dixe- 
ram, #7ts Rhetoricus. Pcſ[ſum ( Auditores) ad Cathe- 
dram aſcendere, & ibi etiam quomodo ſedet Rheto. 
rica, demonſtrare, Sed pinge duos Angaes , ſactr 
eſt Locus : wel ſi fas efſet ejus laudes attingere, at« 
tingere eſſet Religio ,, ita enim in ills divino Pro» 
fe fre conturbavit prodiga Rhetorica, ut nec habet, 
unde cum Poſters pro Labore & Vigilits _ 
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Hac uſque quaſi erin verba feci. Tempms et, ut 
cam Auditoribus mets omtinns agam, Morts emit 
eft, Libram mminare , & fic pro hie Anno ſatic« 
feciſſe : ſedillud quicq uid et ninnerys reliqnum, in 
Termini proxime ineuntis exordinns differam, . Ubi 
ramen fprro Anditores meos non affururor ; nam | 
»eallo alio modo vos detevrere peſſum, legam Arabice, 
0 invidendam ' Pralefory folitudinem ! Coujus in 
individeo, celefti admodum, Vniverſa Species A- 
vabica ( quantum 4d mos fpritat) cnſervatar : qud 
fs mea Gratia Anditores efſewt , & Ego contra Me 
fftam Rhetorems, mierque agemm quid neftrum eff, 
»ſque Noby Grati erimms, Rhetorice & Honori ves 
ftro, pariter incumbemus ; Tta enim Commedum 10 
ftrum, & Obſervantiamſtra, mutro Nexu obligan- 
rr, ub quo quiſque erimus magis Rhetores z e6 Mus 
nfirentie veſtre magis Memory. 

: ]. Cleayecland 


Mr. Cleayeland's Rhetorich Oration, 


yr my long continued filence, or the 
Oration which I ſhall now pronounce, 
will prove the more evincing teſtimony of the ex- 

tenſiveneſs and magnificency of your obligations 

upon me, conſidering the inequalicy of my reta- 

Hation, I am altogether inſenfible, Modeſt fi- 
lence ſubſcribes to-her own inability, and in ſo 

deep an engagement hath fixt her reſolutions on 
a retreat, rather then weakly to ſtammer our your 

favours. Silence is injurious to benefits of the 

| lower 
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lower ſphere that admit of requital, but in thoſe 
of the higher, it merits applauſe , yet a cold ac- 
knowledgement of benefits receiy'd, and a mouth 
ſeal'd up,march together in the ſame rank of Efti- 
mation ; but in this faule you may. perceive aw 
ſingular reſpc& : For whileſt others are induſtri- 
ous about a retribution ſuitable to thoſe favours 
you haye been pleaſed to confer npon them, yec 
your benefits and their thanks. may be linked r9- 
gether in a loving concatenation : I onely con- 
Sratulate the omiſſion of my thankfulneſs', for 
the lowerlI fink under your accumulated favors, 
the more famous I judge my ſelf for my infamy. 
Thanks and benefits poiz'd in an equal ſcale, the 
former through their levity will mount, and their 
proper ridiculoufneſs will contribure much to the 
ſplendor and ſolidity of your benefits ; wherefore 
it you expect an ingenious remuneration, ſlacken 
the violent ſpeed of your accuſtomed liberality, 


- | Gratitude is Courtefies Eccho , which though ic 


can faintly reiterate a ſingle word, yet it grows 
muce e're it reach the middle of a long-winded 
ſentence. Benefits (that are as I may ſay) mo- 
noſyllables, we can with facillity retaliate, 'but in 
thoſe of che firſt magnitude , ( of which rank 
yours are) we are non-pluſt at the firſt or ſecond 
fyllable ; therefore 1 cha'lenge your candor into 
the field, though the end I aim art thercin is ro be 
vanquiſhed. T hanks and Fayors make a Skirmiſh, 
that-the Fight may crown the Victory with the 


grea- 
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reater renown. He that voluntarily expoſerh 
Praaſelf to the enemy, envies his honour : Moce 
fame is obtained from a captivated , then from a 
ſurrendring enemy uncompelled ; and a conque- 
red Orator is a more noble trophy to crown your 
Munificence, than a faint-hearred ſilence : Bur 
what prompted me to aſcend the Chair, when I 
can prove Silence hzreditary, eyen from my An- 
ceſtors? ſo that now I preſume (with reverence 
to preſcription) necellity claps a lock upon my 
mouth. There was a time when 'twas accounted 
a Solceciſm for a Leurer to read ; and the great- 
eſt piece of an Artiſt was to counterfeit Art ; ac- 
cept of the place, and then chey might keep Holy- 
day cam privilegio , but as to the diſcharging of 
their particular duties, (nota word, of that :) And 
to deal ingenuouſly with you , they employed 
their care and ſtudy in rendring themſe!yes odious 
to poſterity. For my own particular part, I con- 
ceited it the knack of their employment to ape 
thoſe of the Porphyry chair , that had the names 
of thoſe vertues impoſed on them as Sirnames, 
from which they were moſt averſe ; ſo they were 
Lc&urers ele&ed, that rook up a firm reſolution 
roundergo the penance of a T welve-moneths i- 
lence. Nor was it undeſeryedly, for there was {0 
{mall a number of Le&urers (one probably in an 
Age) that I know not whoſe words I can more 
ſuitably make uſe of co this purpoſe than the old 
Roman Criers, Come unto Playes, which no man 
breathing 
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breathing ever heheld , or can ſay 'tis poflible we 
may ſee them again. Bur this year enters accom-, 
panied with a new Mode among LeQurers , for 
we (not like choſe that did precede us in the 
office) muſt ſubſcribe ro Canons and Statutes. We 
muſter daily , we declaim every day , and that 
wich ſo faint a voice, that we force the Pulpit to 
vigilancy, and our Auditors to ſleep : to ſleep did 
I ſay ? Nay rather weterrifie them for fear doth 
ſopredominate, that 'tis credibly reported, ſome 
Freſh-men have made a diſcovery of a modern 
Hereſie totheir Schoot-T wtoxs, that the Whore of 
Babylon is revived, and to be found in alluring 
rhetorick,and that the ſeyen-headed monſter lurks 
inthe ſeyen Liberal Sciences. What more Popery 
among you ? And that which is worſt of all, is, 
that the Vice-Chancellor himſelf obſerves Cano- 
nical hours. day and night : whom I no ſooner 
(wich reverence) mention, but merhinks I am ob- 
liged, to turn the current of my ſpeech towards 
him, on whoſe Applauſe my Rhetorick doth fo 
flouriſh and is fo ſprightly , that if once I ſhould 
vive it bridle enough, *cwould ſcorn the check or 
curb ever after. What a worthy Patron have we, 
that like the early Sun with his Oriental Rayes, 
raiſech men (naturally loving to ſleep away the 
fat morning)to commendable exerciſes, who judg- 
ing ita ſhame to be careleſs in an employment, 
or lazy in the publick view of the World , doth 


not onely labor himſelf, bur propoſe unto us our 
M par- 
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particular task, ſo that at length by a kind of hap- 
- py contagion , we haye catcher part of that dili- 
gence which he himſelf exerciſed. Laſtly, he it 
was (permit me to boaſt of it) that compelled my 
modeſty (not altogether averſe) from your ſervice 
in this dayes performances. T mean you (molt re- 
nowned Senate) to whom I hold my ſelf devoted 
for that ſlender ability that enables me to march 
through this Office,” Nor can I determine whe- 
ther their judgements did chooſe , or their ſuf- 
frages create me an Oratour , (create I ſay) and 
dare repeat it without a bluſh; for whom could 
not ſo many voices united together, makea Rhe- 
torician, What therefore the Poets fiRitiouſly 
aflirm of Pandora , that all the Gods embelliſh 
ed her birth with their reſpe&ive liberalicy ; the 
ſame you ſhall finde moralized in my Rhetorical 
ſtyle,8& your general approbation ; nor do I queſt} 
on bur that thoſe whom my Eloquence (if I dare 
boaſt of any) termes God-fathers , will be read 

to make a reply to any perſon in defence thereof, 
and their cares will drink it in, as eagerly as i 
proceeded freely from me. For the-future, I ſhall 
bring a demur to my plea of my own imbecillity ; 
ſince thoſe that impoſed the burthen have likewiſe 
provided ſhoulders that may bear't withour preJu- 
dice; 'tis ſatistaRory enoughthat I have the honor 
to fight under your banner. *T is reported by Se- 
xeca of a certain cowardly illiterate fellow , that 


he had the confidence to enter the Ring, yranye. | 
c 


' Orations and Epiſtles, 161 


ed to it by this inſufficient, though ſeeming rea- 
ſon, becauſe he entertained many valiant Perſons 
and Champions in his family, If ſervants are fo 
powerful, if the perſwaſion of a ſubſticuted prow- 
es could infuſe gallantry into a coward, what can 
Maſters do? AndI my felf may enter che Liſts 
of Licerature, not as confiding in my peculiar a- 
bility , but becauſe I am honoured with many 
Maſters, and thoſe Maſters of Eloquence too:For 
'twas not the kinde influence of my better Stars 
upon me, or chance, or the apoplectick multi- 
tude (or as the Perſian terms it) the neighing of 
horſe, that threw this employment upon me, but 
your Senate (whom I can ſoberly , and dare con- 
hidently ſtyle) The Muſes Privy-Conncel, For 
what is there that dare claim a parity with their 
honour, that have all Arts , as Yeomen of their 
Guard, and whoſe Patronage all Sciences united 
in a loving aſſociation , do implore ? Rhetorick is 
ere at a loſs, nor can a pthyfical expreſſion reach 
the _ of your due deſert. Pardon me ( Audi- 
tors) it I am frequent in compellation, my deſign 
is onely to fortifie your memories, whileſt I am 
diſcourſing with ſwarms of Tropes,and legions of 
Figures. And as thoſe that profeſs to underſtand 
the Art of Memory, endeavour and make it their 
buſineſs to remember all chings by choſe that are 
in fight, ſo would I adviſe ſuch of my Audirours 
thar are of mean intelleduals , ſtedfaſtly to fx 


Fa 


their eyes upon you , and ſuppoſing one co be 5 
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Metonimy , the other an Hyperbole , and the 
compleat number a continued Allegory of Fi- 
Sures: by a certain kinde of Metaphor of the eye, 
they may conveigh to themſelves all che ename. 
lings, all the irradiations the Tongue is Miſtreſs 
of ; nay further, they may even rifle S#ads! 
Wardrobe. And now (Auditors) fince the Caſk 
ſands ſo, that I ſhould make a general Invitation 
to the Table of ſome Rhetoricians, rely upon me 
for the future in reference to Le&ures ; at preſent 
'tis my intention to maintain a Diſcourſe of Rhe- 
torick, nor do I conceit this ſo pleafing an Arg 
ment as I judge you to be. Nor dare I ſo much 
as cntertain the thought of the Epilogue , cill I 
have extoll'd both You and Rhetorick with indy 
vidual praiſes, and concatenated commendations, 
What therefore ſhould I do, bur trace the old 
method of Chyrurgery, put ſtones into my mouth, 
which unleſs vour favour by a more than Chymi- 
cal operation, tranſmute into precious , they wil 
be roo ſordid. and unworthy Pendants for your 
curious ears. Go on theretore, Rhetorick, and 
expoſe the peculiar Eminency which you accuſto- 
marily marſhal before Logick,Philoſophy,and the 
reſt of that Conſanguinity, to publick view. If 
you ſhould now falter in your own cauſe , what 
were it but to be induſtrious in the management 
of others, and remiſs in your own negotiations ? 
and from this Topick we may lawfully derive the 


Exordium of Rhetorica's Panegyrick ; Her beau- 
ty 
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ty is innate and material, whenall that the other 
Arts and Sciences can boaſt of, is nothing but an 
acqueſitition, fucus, or paint, There is not"the 
meaneſt capacity of the Gowned Tribe, but can 
give an exat Relation of Phryne the Thebaneſs, 
who being at a Banquet with a company of La- 
dies of her own ſtamp, after they had taken their 
leaves of a running Banquet of Sweet-meats, be- 
gan to indulge their Genius , and dedicate the 
time to Jollity : ir happens that a Law was enaQ- 
ed, that whatſoever one did exemplarily , the re- 
fidue of the conyened Ladies ſhould imitate : 
Phryne calls for water, waſhes her face, and there- 
by addes a luſtre to her natural comlineſs, but the 
water waſhing off the additional Tin&ure from 
the reſt of the Ladies, rais'd a queſtion whether or 
no they could ever lay claim to any thing that de- 
ſerved the term of beauty. And thus it falls out 
among us z for (I affe& brevity) other Arts have 
but the Copy, Rhetorick claims Beauty or Orna- 
ment ab orsgine. The Complexions of the reſt are 
fiticious, but Rhetorick atone is a ſtranger to the 
Spaniſh wool, or any other waſh or tin&ure. 
The other Sciences are Ladies(forſooth) & thoſe 
not of the meaneſt rank neither ; tor like the 
Courtizano's of the times , they underſtand the 
whimſic of horrowing Complexions from their 
Box. But to name no more,what is Logick, if ad- 
mitted into competition with Rhetorick , hut a 
hand contracted into a menacing fiſt , and fitter 
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to cuff, then to enſnare the ears of an Auditory? 
But *ewill be impertinene for me to diſplay the 
efficacy of Rhetorick, when it accoſts all perſons 
with an open falutation, ſince my Brother the Lo- 
gick Le&urer, hath lately manifeſted by his pecu- 
liar perſon, and example. What a great deal 
of complacency may ſhe have in the conſideration 
of the renown and fame due to her, that can out 
of her own ſtock furniſh you Applauſe that can 
guild over the Tribe of all Arts and Sciences? 
'T were an injury inexpiable, for any perſonto en- 

tertain ſuch a thought as this, thar ſhe that Uſu- 

rer like, puts out Elegancy to uſe,ſhould not have 
a reſtitution of the Principal, and that with inte- 
re(t. T hough to ſpeak congruouſly, Rherorica ſends 
not out her treaſure upon loan, but like a Queen 

liberally ſcatters them here and there , according 
co the dictamen of her own fancy, among thoſe 
Sciences that know no place of reſidence, but the 

Jower Sphere. Hitherto we have taken into con- 

fideration that part of the Eſtate of Rhetorick 
which ſhe intruſts into other hands ; let us now 

examine her Exchequer, and view what Caſh ſhe 

has that lies there dormant : and that our ſcruti 
ny might be the more effe&ual, I could wiſh her 
grand Lord Treaſurer Cicero capable of a Reſur- 
reion, who had he been as diſcurſive of Rheto- 
rick, as he was of the Conſulſhip, he had made 
choice of as tireſome an Argument,and had com- 
pounded for his ſuperctliouineſs at a lower _-_ 
c 
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He was the Rival of Athenian Helena,the Viyſſes 
of Grecian Minerva ; hence ſtream'd the tears of 
the Philoſopher, becaufe Rhetorich was taking her 


flight from the eMttik confines. And as the A- * 


thenians did eſpouſe their Minerva to Mark An- 
thoxy approaching their Cicy, and as a penalty for 
their flattery, were compelled to depoſite a Ta- 
kent for her Dowry , ſo eyen Cicero met with the 
ſame ſucceſs, though more plentifully, than ſaic- 
ed with their intentions. He married Rhetorica 
the Goddeſs Guardian of the City, and as ſoon 
as he received her dotal ornaments from Pyrens, 
they both ſer fail for raly. Avant Cicero ſafely 
returned from thy travels ! Welcome Athens to 
Tullies Tuſculanum ! Theſe are more glorious 
ſpoils, then thoſe of old, conſecrated to Japiter 
Feretrius., He was a Tyb#r in copiouſnels of in- 
vention, as well as in the fluency of elocution : 
He may deſeryedly be termed the Romans Nite ; 
for as his Eloquence did flow or ebb, Italy was 
fruitful or barren,happy or miſerable. How many 
triumphal Crowns might his merit challenge from 
the Citizens ? How many wreaths of Laurel from 
the ſubjugated Provinces? who protecting two 
perſons trom the puniſhmenc due co that black 


crime Parricide,viz- ( Roſcins and Popilius ) for the ' 


fafe-guard of the one, in the judgement of. all ra- 
tional men , he deſerved to live eternally, and 
for the other to dye, and that by the hand of Pe- 


| pilins, who at the very inſtant of T x{ies butchering 
M 


4. con- 
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confeſſed the Parricide. Yet this Cicero was the 
Bridegroom of Eloquence-; nor ſhall I bluſh to 
call him (with the permiſſion of Bratus) King of 
the Romans , he that far tranſcended Ceſar, as to 
the perpetuity of his Di&atorſhip. T his very per- 
ſon, that he might manifeſt his Devotion to the 
Deity of Rhetorick, with a certain kind of ſacred 
horror, *twas his cuſtom to cloath the Exordium 
of his Oration with ſighs (and as the Comedian 
hath ic) with fainter expirations. *T was an an- 
cient Chymzra, hatchet in the brains of our Hea- 
theniſh Predeceſſors,confirmed with a ſtrong be- 
lief, that the clatrering of Arms, or any other ob- 
ſtreperous drumming, does perform the Oilice of 
a Midwife, and deliyer the Moon in eclipſe from 
her childe-bed throes. So when a Commonwealth 
lies under-heavy preſſures, when a Nation draws 
near a Cataſtrophe, let Rhetorick intercede like 
T wno Lucina, and with her delicious harmony ſhe 
will aſlwage the tumor, If the Commonalty mu- 
tiny , away gocs ſhe and ſtops the breach , and 
every one returnes to his quondam Allegiance, 
Let your conſideration refle& upon Agrippa the 
Rhetorician awhile , and you ſhall finde that by 
the relation of a certain Fable concerning the 
Belly and its fellow Members, he reduced a fu- 
Sitive Swarm to their forſaken Hive,ſo prevalent 
is Elocution afliſted by additiona! artifice. When 
Nero was under the tuition of Seneca, who could 
paralle] him, during his quinquennial pu page! 
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So dexterouſly did the eloquent Philoſopher en- 
ſnarce the Tyrant, and by his Rhetorical infinua- 
tions, ſo narrowly did he pry into his dipoſition, 
ſhaping his minde in the mould of Vertue, that 
was naturally propenſe to all enourmous vices, 
that he mighr be ſaid to be guilty of a moſt pious 
treaſon, Nor can Kings or Emperours ſhake off 
the yoke of Rhetorick. Doth Rhetorick thunder ? 
in vain doth that ſnail Caligula expett ſecurity 
from that ſlender Canopy of a Bed. Doth Elo- 
cution lighten ? The Coronet of Laurel that kif- 
ſeth the Temples of Tiberius, will prove but a 
weak , imaginary defence, For the Genius of 
Rhetorick is of two ſorts ; Good, liberally accu- 
mulating rewards on the heads of innocent per- 
ſons ; Bad, recompenſing the wicked with tor- 
tures : ſo ſubtile is the Suada of the one, and the 
terrour of the other , that like lightning it melts 
the very ſouls of ſome men , withour prejudice to 
the ſcabbard of their body, To whart end there- 


[fore, ſhould I propoſe to your ſerious conſidera- 


tion the Craſſi, Lucii, or Celii, of which famous 
Rhetoricians Hiſtory can furniſh you with innu- 
merable Examples, though there be a great penu- 
ry of them among us. For it you meet with the 
very Skeleton of an Oration, void of Blood and 
life, ſtufe with ſuch Cart-rope expteſſions, as are 
longer than the memory of man can fathom, this 
(wich your leave) is Ciceronian. This is ſuch a 
ſacriledge committed on his name , as would put 

any 
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any man to the bluſh, and makes me admire, that 

his eloquent Ghoſt ſtarts not up from his ſilent 

Urn, prompting him to pen modern Philippes, in 

revenge of this foul indignity. Another fort 

there 1s, that wichout prejudicing Tlly, follows 

a facil, home-ſpun ſtyle, and that znigmatically 

too, asif he had maimed Perſius his Verſes, and 
Anagrammatically reduced them into Proſe, 
Smattering Scioliſts ! And ſuch , as ſeek tor no 

Orator but a. Sphy».x, nor any Auditor but an Oe- 

dipus, Thereis yet a third, that ftands as Neu- 
ter between the two pre-mentioned , and yer 
ſides with both ; one that deſtroyes Elocution, 
whoſe Oration (as if Rhetorick intended to in- 
troduce a Pythagorean Metempſychoſts) rambles 
through all ſorts of ſtyles. Where in the interim 
is their endeayor to preſerye the Muſes chaſtity ? 
That ſtyle is adulterate that embraceth a plura- 
lity; for the greateſt commendation of an Ora- 
tor, is equity and integrity.. But , oh ſtupidity ! 
Am I the perſon appointed about the Encomium 
of Rhetorick, and ſhall Ipretermit our Univer- 
fity Oratour ? To repeat whoſe name thrice with 
Demoſthenes, is to give an eſſential Definition of 
Rhetorick: Oratory is a ſtranger to others, in 
him no gueſt, but an inhabitant ; and you may as 
well rob the Heavens of its grand Luminaries,or 
wreſt Juſtice from Fabritias , as cauſea Divorce 
between the one and the other. He is the Or- 
nament of his orn,and the Glory of our _ ; 
who 
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who being both Oratour and Greek Profeſſour, 
may be as equitably ſtyled Univerſity Orators, as 
Ceſar Conſuls. For he is the true Oratour, that 
is an Ambidexter , in whom two Languages are 
harneſſed to draw the ſingle Chariot of Rhetoricg, 
'Tis a relation indebted to Seneca for its being, 
that a certain perſon haying declaimed twice in 
one day, in Greek, and Latine, *rwas demanded 
how he performed this double Oilice , replyed 
thus, Bene, Kexas ; laudrbly in Latine , meanly 
in Greek ; a Sentence no leſs facilious, than at 
this day true : For how many licerate perfans are 
there, illiterate ? How many, how many eloqueng 
inthe Latine , il-loquent in the Greek ? There 
are more Cicers's (though not many) than De. 
moſtheneſſes, Whereas indeed a Rhetorician ows 
his firſt rudiments to the Latine , yer for his a» 
doleſcency or maturity, he is indebted to the 
Greek ; Let Greece borrow the Roman Calends, 
and Rome make an Addition of her own Ides ; 
for he that is onely exerciſed in the Latine 
tongue, is a Polyphemws, I had almoſt ſaid a fin- 
gle-ey'd perſon, no Rhetorician. I could me- 
thinks aſcend the Cathedra , and demonſtrate un- 
to you in what majeſty ſhe there firs ; but I dare 
not preſume to approach, 'tis holy ground ; yet if 
it might be permitted ro deſcant upon her de- 
ſerved Applauſe, I would religiouſly make uſe 
of that Adyantage. For Rhetorick hath ſo pro- 
digally ſttrewed her flowers on that more than 

humane 
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humane Profeſſour, that ſhe hath nothing left to 
invite ſucceeding Ages to ſtudious lucubrations. 
T have hitherto ſpoke to you as it were at a dis 
ſtance ; 'tis now time for me-to draw my Diſ- 
courſe to a period, for 'tis the cuſtom to name 
the Authour onely, and that years work is over : 
But what part ſoever it is of my duty that remains 
unofficiated , I ſhall defer to the beginning of 
the next enſuing Term, at which time L be 
toſee never an Auditor , for if nothing will de- 
- ger you, I will read in Arabick. O the foli- 
tude of our LeQurer, deſervins emulation ! in 
whom as in an almoſt celeſtial Individuum, the 
whole ſpecies of Arabick (for ought we know) 
is preſerved, But if for my ſake there will be 
an Auditory, and I declaim againſt my (elf, we 
will both perform our duty, till we become 
mutually acceptable, equally endeayouring the 
Advancement of Rhetorick, and your Honour ; 
for there is ſuch a Reciprocal Obligation be- 
tween our Commodity and Obſeryance , that 
the greater proficiency we make in Rhetorical 
Studies, we ſhall be the more ſenſible of your 
Munificence. 


7ohn Cleaveland. 
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LUNACY RAMPANT. 


Being an Univerſity Character, and a 
ſhort Survey of ſome of the late 
Fellows of the Colledges. 


$ Bedlam ſeven ſtories high , or Sir T, T. his 
gouty Leg Wire-drawer ? his head is ſhot up, 
as if he would onely converſe with the Prince 
o'th' Air, and what we miſtake for the Man i'ch* 
Moon, is but a piece of him. He's an Index ex- 
purgatorins in the largeſt folio , or was intended 
for Hoops forthe T un at Hiedelberg : you may 
take him for the 119. Pſalm, laſhing che Executj- 
on of a whole Uniyerſity, or the Pinacle from 
which the Devil would break the neck of it. 'Tis 
a ſufficient Argument of C, C.'s death to ſee this 
May-pole ſet up in Oxford. Dido with his hyde 
might have had ground enough tor her Carthage, 
withour ſlicing 1t into Leaſhes. He's a Monopoly 
of Steeples, and as often as he ſounds, the Bell 
goes out for ſome deccaſed Scholar : Babels are 
creed for confuſion. 
His red Noſe is percht like a Beacon flaming 
on 
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on a Mountain : Naturc when ſhe forged it, for- 
got to quench ic. W, W, ſurrendred to it for 
a flag of Dchance.7. I, tor a red Lattice,and one- 
ly ſubmicted to an Ale-houſe. The Scarlet whore 
of Babylen ſpawn'd it with her menſtruous pro. 
fluviums.”T was painted with the blood of a witch, 
when ſhe morgaged her ſelf. The ſingle ſight of 
ic made Sedgwick dream of Dooms-day , and the 
ſecond deſtruion of the world by hre. Such yeſ- 
ſels are broacht , when villanies ratife their con- 
ſpiracies in Sacraments of Blood, If there be ſuch 
an e/E£tna, ſuch a Purgatory aloof, what's the De- 
mogergon the Hell ith' Center ? The ſpirits which 
aſcend from ſo hot a Limbeck, have converted his 
brains to ſulpher , and made him nothing but an 
anruly (quib. He's as prodigionſly furious, as if 
he had been bolted out of the Monkes pot when 
he invented Gun-powder , or his Mother limb'd 
by the Devil ſhot from a Cannon. He was begot 
i'th* Dog-dayes, or at Michaelmus, when his Dam 
went- to Rur, The Hecwba when ſhe conceived 
this Parss, dreamt of wild-fire : His Nurſe was a 
Blear-cyed Hound, Run-woed; and his Native 
ſoil rhe Antipodes to the Anticyre. His Sire ingen- 
dered him in an Icch beyond the cure o'ch* Brims 
ſtone which ruin'd Sodom ; you may take him for a 
Spaniſh- Jenner, begot by a whirle-winde , or a 
tempeſt rais'd by a Conjurer , or all e/£«us bag'd 
up and ſold by a Laplander for ſhipwracks : he 
rumingtes on nothing but his Salrbnry —_ 
an 
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and his breaking I1doſe from 'um, and therefore 'tis 


his continual buſineſs either to impriſon or expel; 


yet Mahomets diſeaſe muſt be a Divine Rapture : 
in his paralytick fit he converſes with Gabriel ; 
ſhuffle him with the reſt oth* vifitors,and he comes 
forth like mad Oreſtes , ſwitch'd on by Furies to 
kill his Mother the Uniyerfity. Brutiſh Ajax, 
becauſe he's a beaſt himſelf, wallows i*ch* goare of 
his fellow Greeks, and thinks *em Swine, The 
Cannibal ſwears Mummie's Bacon. He differs 
froman ordinary 7 om of Bedlam, as a wilde wolf 
from a tame one, or Rome on fire from Nevrs's 
fiddle:ſure he's Don Quixoted, takes the Colledge 
for an Enchanted Caſtle , the fellows for Giants, 
W. W, Ink— and L. L. for three diſtreſſed dam- 
ſels. He ſweeps the Houſe clean, that his fai 

tenants may danceto him with mony : his phrenſy 
flames higher, becauſe 'tis ſprinkled with a little 
Reaſon, as women paint themſelyes into wrink- 
les and uglineſs. His Blood rides the Round-poſt, 
or dances the Morrice thorough him,and ſo makes 
him giddy, His ſcull is a mear neſt of Hornets, 
which ſting into him their own walpiſhneſs ; this 
makes the mad Ban-dog ſnap at all he meets. 
This new Judge (without the Kings writ) is the 


prime Bencher at Condemnation , but uſually re- 


moved at the Execution, and kills with his weekly 
Bill as ſecretly as the Plague : ſtill like a mad 
dog, which (they ſay) never barks. He wounds 
at further diſtance than the ſtars can bleſs : this 

ong 
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tons bor'd Murthering-piece will carry deſtrus 
Rion point blanck from Petworth to Oxford, 
C. C. in an Univerſity out-rifles Cromwell in an 
Abbey. Thedevil is buſieſt i*th* Church. Pickte 
Hatch ne're was viſited, T arnbal-ſtreet needs no 
Reformation. 

C. C. amons the Viſitors is a Mountebank ex- 
traordinary with four Zanies,or bluſtring e/£otx: 
with his Cardinal winds. This purger is the one- 
ly Scammory, the reſt ſome milder Simples, Rh 
barb and Sexe + one indeed is all honey and mar- 
na dropt from Heaven , but kept till 'ris mouldy 
and ſtinks. This Sugar-cane, this Poſſer , and 
Caudle-Viſitor, with his Marmalade quagmire, 
his blather'd Puff-paſte, Liquoriſh Rate Stubs the 
ſecond, are the Univerſities Tooth-drawers, and 
will leave no more Scholars than themlſelyes 
have Guns; Theſe Figs and Almonds rot the U. 
niverficy , while C. C. like Aqua Fortis corrodes 
it, and yet the Cormorant can be dainty too; 
DoQRors and Seniors are too tough for continual 
cramming, he muſt haye Batchelors of Art, and 
Rabbers, Under-graduates, and Chickens ; Mz 
{ter Commoners, and Pheſants. Domitian gorg 
with men , wantons with flies afterwards. He 
runs himſelf off his legs the firſt dayes Journey, 
and like a Brewer tuns once a week. Though he 
rides Poſte,yet he muſt haye his Stages: The dit 
malleſt Tragedy is cautelled into Ads ; ſure he 
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ny Turks, and then by his Hocws Pocus Arithme 
tique juggle them over-board : Yer the Viſitors 
like their Harbingers che laſt New Diary,murther 
the beſt. Among Moors , Blacks are the Beau- 
ties. C.C. good Church-man (like Altars) pro- 
teds the guilry onely. He thinks others breath 
corrupted, when 'cis the refle&ed rancour of his 
own ; like Seneca*s wite's fool ſtruck with a ſud- 
den blindneſs, imputed ic to the darkneſs of the 
room. Y ou would ſcarcely believe he ſhould have 
any Proſelytes , but that ſome have worſhipped 
CacoeDemons, and Alles yet kneel to Mahomer. 
Dirt will ſubmit to be trampled on z good inge- 
nious ſouls conteſs themſelves ſufficiently vici- 
ous , andare thought worthy Heaven, becauſe 
they hoaſt no merit. But C.C. admits them as Po- 
liticians do Jews, touſe their Udlaries, or Roww- 
las his Aflylum, Courtiers to lord over them, elſe 
why ſhould the Muſcovite worſhip painted ima- 
ges, and reje& carved ones ? why ſhould my La- 
dy expoſe her childe, and nurſe her dog ? Ee di- 
vorced from her Lord, and wanton with her Ca- 
tamite Monkey ? Bur alas, a flip may break a ſo- 
ber mans neck, whiles drunkards tumble and have 
no hurt. A Privy-Councellor is ſcarce ſecure in 
his dream : my Lord of Pembrcke and Archy can 
never ſpeak T reaſon, Ugly Cubs are moſt lickr. 
and the Changling's ſtill the Dilling: In Mar- 
tyrdom the beſt mult to the ſtake, and who fo fic 
to be Pilgrims asthe Holy SE there be any letc 


In 
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inthe Hive, it will be Drones ; C.C*: thirſt draits 
the Liquor, the Lees would choke him. Thus of 
T heophraſiu« Chara&ers, the vices onely ſurvive, 
the vertues are expelled the world. 

C.C.and Dr. B.B, differs asthe.Colledges good 
and bad Genius, as a Wizard and a Prophet, ar 
the Dipt-horſe in Cor»wall and a Chriſtian, He 
ſucceeds the Door as Caligals's Horſe did the 
deceaſed Senator, or as the Apocrypha doth the 
Old Teſtament, and Teby and his dog Moſe: 
and Aaron; Thus Innocents day purſues Chriſt 
mas, a damn'd Maſlacre at che heels of a bleſt 
Nativity : nor can Herod perſecute Innocency 
without murtkering St. fohn's : Every meal he 
carves the Preſident , at every Courſe the Bap 
tilts head is diſht for him ; and yet (unleſs the 
Merchant-Taylors prove Almoners) perhaps be 
may be deyoured by his Collegiate vermine, 

St. Johns looks like Scewa's ſhield, fo many ex- 
pelled pieces, ſo many wounds : *cis retorm'd into 
its primitive purity , and turn'd into the Baptiſts 
deſart, The whole Uniyerfity reſembles Greer: 
over-run by Turkes , or /raly Goth'd and Van- 
dal'd : It looks like the world purg'd by a deluge 
and deſtrufion. Delos is turn'd Errant at Ap 
1; death, asit was at his birth, Colledges ace 
converted into Hoſpitals , Lodges for Diſeaſes, 
ſcab'd heads and crutches, 'tis the onely expulſive 
Crime here, to be wholeſome. 


For how ſhould C. C, be a Reformer, unleſs |; 


al 
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in Atheiſt makes a Pope Pixe ? as Winter brings 
<e Halcyon,or dead Beer makes Aqua wite : He 
s a Strainer, retains all the drepgs , and clarifies 
the Univerfity, as Milk and whites of Eggs doth 
Ippocras : thus ſinks and common-ſhores are the 
beſt Scayengers. Dirt is ſometimes a good Ful- 
fer, and filehy Soap the onely Landereſs. Mira- 
eulous C. C ! clay and ſpittle ſhall be a Collyrium 
for the Kingdoms eye. 

« He hath ſullied the Uniyerſity, and will huck- 
ſer in waſhing it, the Mountebank gives ont it is 
poiſoned, that he may Quack in curing it. Thus 
Oxford like the H, at W. is noted to be reformed 
by thoſe that foul'd it. 

- Burt perhaps man muſt forfeit Paradiſe for too 
much knowledge, ' and Scholars piſh (like the old 
Biſhop) for diſcerning the Viſtors to be Truths 
and Laws Antipodes. Is the Univerſity pincht, and 


-[therefore muſt change ſhifts! or are men turn'd 


oat (like the Iſraelites out of «Egypt ) for heing 
(cabby ? becauſe C. C. itches, muſt all ſmart? The 
Pope excommunicates the King of Spain on one 
ay, andreftores him the next: C. C. hath his 
Maunday-Thurſday, but che Good-Friday's Po- 
pery. Extreams may concenter, Ro/ph and a Jc- 
ſuite are both Ravillac's; C.C. and C. A. (his 
dlaſphemous adverſaries ſecond) can covenant in 
niſchiefs, as Humiliations and Thankſgivings 
conſpire ro ruine the Kingdom , or Naſeby Field 
and che Butchers dos to worry $, But he would - 
N 2 have 
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have us miſtake an Hangman for an Angel , and 
kiſs his lighening becaule 'it comes from Heaven, 
Indeed he goes to Church, bur like the devil, "is 
to tempt; each prayer deyours a widowed Col- 
ledge, each bend piſtols a Scholar, he never 
preaches bur 'tis the Univerſities Funeral Sermon, 
his Do&rines and Motives are meer Proſcripti- 
ons, and he'l murther a whole Colledge with a 
Uſe of Conſolation : His Reformation hath got 
him more than the Work of ten Talents got A- 
riſtotle : This one word hath coſt him more than 
would haye purchaſed the $Sybi/s books and Pro- 
= to0. Beggars ſell their ulcers at therate of 
iamonds ; but though he excommunicates , it 
muſt be ſtill che Pope and his Holineſs, *T is his 
faith removes the Univerſity,as the Publick Faith 
the ſilver Mountains of Gwil/d-ball; and Xerxet 
levell'd Aches through the worlds credulity. But 
this Kennel-raker., this Jakes-farmer, 1s dirty 
onely on week dayes. O the ſcarcity of a Sunday 
Pudding! And yet perhaps the Sabbatical River 
is no better than prophane 1s. Turks have their 
Sabbath, and not onely a monethly faſt, bue a faſt 
for a moneth, But C C. is a double Turk ; Capt. 
Prefter Francke is both Mufti and Agatoo. 
Thus is Oxford at laſt reformed into Algiers, 
haunted with Pyrates, where Janizaries are the 
onely Favorites : what to others is an Inquiſition, 
1520 theſe a ſhrifrt. Theſe are the onely converts, 
becauſe the onely ſinners : ſome are expell'd he 
Jul 
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jaſt Oaths, others are dandied for lewd perjury , 
like the Prieſt that loſt his Benefice for having a 
wife , and was retrived when ſhe was proved his 
whore. But CC. (like Reomalus ) is the fon of hea- 
ven, wheh no man will own the Brat, a God muſt 
father it, He's a Libel and an Ordinance , hath 
never a Sire, and yet perhaps an hundred His 
mother ſure hackneycd her ſelf to one of the 
Guard, or the Great Porter on a Maſque nighr, 
and ſo conceived this Hypocrite : had he kept 
within his Pulpit, the lower part of the Minotaur 
might have sknlke undiſcovered , but when he 
would be a Baſtard Preſident too , a Perkin War- 
beck, Door B. (like Alexander ambitious to be 
a God) hc proved himſelf a by-blow. 

C C. with his precious Triumvirate thinks him 
ſelf the Emperor with his three ſpiricual Eleftors, 
or the Pope with his triple Crown, He looks 
like wilde March borrowing three dayes of eA-. 
pril : Theſe are. forſooth the three Children 
(or Plute*s three Furies) whom no flames can bli- 
ſtcr. All three are o'th* Progeny of Noah, drunk; 
their Mothers long'd for Wort, they were born 
in a Brew-houſe, and Chriſtned in a Stand of 
Ale. They are onely three Spunges poſleſt, and 
ſubmic tothe upper and lower houſes, as Repre- 
ſentatives of the Butcery and Cellar. Certainly 
they are entertained Goſpellers, becauſe they 
have drunk away their Bibles. I might as well 
In— were a Nightingale , becauſe he hath __ 

's 
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his tongue, Mothes and Worms are acquainted 
with more Authors, and Parrots are better Lin- 
gSuiſts. Latine's not the language of theſe beaſts, 
nor haye they any thing of Greck , but drunken- 
neſs and.lying. Hebfew to them is Welſh , they 
reel ſufficiently of themſelves, they necd not ſtu- 
dy to go backward, Their ſouls are blanks ſuf- 
ficient to write new modled Preachers in. Tireſcas 
could not foreſee any thing till he was blinde. 

In —has one property of a Scholar, poverty , 
you would take him tor Countrey Tom broke looſe 
from the Gallows. If a man'be a Tree invers'd, 
he's Beggars-buſh. He was born in Lent at a 
Courſing , and ſent into the world with Sippets : 
he is ſunk below the Ward-robe of dung-hills,ant* 
the uſe of Paper-mills. He muſt tick with (ha- 
70n, and haye his Epitaph writ in Chalk : By his 
magg0ot-eaten face, you'ld ſwear he had been rai- 
ſed out on's grave, with all his Worms about him 
to bait Eel-hooks : you may compare C. C. tothe 
Chymiſts Aqua Stygia, and him to their Terra 
damnata. He'l ſhortly be a Baptiſt without a 
voice, and wheezes already , as it he had fed on 
nothing but Locuſts and Graſhoppers, 

C, C. and W.W. look like Mabomer, and his pi- 
geon, or my Lord of Pembroke and 2. O. had 
every bird their feathers off him, he would be of 
the ſame callow Livery with In—: He hates all 
Books, becauſe he is ſo much i'th' Mercers ; and 
without a ſtrong Antidote, will die of Gall and 

Copperis: 
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Coppetis: He's as much in ink, as In—in chalk,the 
one 15 all in mourning , the other in's winding- 
ſheet. His Brother and he drinkes Duels; yet 
both, like their chirſt, are (till inumortal ; chough 
the Sea they have drunk would have made ſtage 
enough for the Battle of Lepanto, yer his brothen 
may be dead drunk at laſt , he looks like tiffany al 
ready,brimſtone & hell wil have *cm ſhortly: Mars 
muſt have his YVeaws, & his ſalt Nancy Lews ducke, 
looks like the ſeaborn goddeſs.CC.can't expel him 
farther then Beecardo. nor any Colledge ſo fit for 
bim as where C.C. is Preſident ; and who be thoſe 
Goal-birds were eyer broil'd to Chriſten him ſo ? 
what baſeneſs would ſubmit to the ſcorn of pri- 
ſoners? who would be a ſlave to a penny Ballad ? 
Lo— ſubmicted to C C's ſanguine Promonto 
for fear of a bloudy noſe, he may bo ſteer'd with 
any Rudder : you may hang himin a ſingle thred, 
and ufe him inſtead of a Bobbin to weave Bone- 
lace : this Rabber-ſucker would ſubmic to a Fer- 
rit, and is ſcarce fitto be a fellow of a Warren : 
He would adorea Reformer , though he were a 
Chimney-{weeper, and go bare to Pidg ſon as wil- 
lingly as to CC, A well grown ſpider might be his 
Preſident ; Whittingtons Cat Lord Major oyer 
him. He cannot g0 alone yer , tut is carried on 
his fathers fleeve Tike a Faulconers Hawk: he'! 
damn himſelf left he ſhould be whiprt, and be 
pincht , becauſe his father hath coyenanted, like 
the fellow who would ngt be a Chriſtian, becauſe 
all 
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all his friends were gone to Hell beforc him, 
- O that Lice ſhould be humane off-ſpring as well 
as men! bur the happieſt Morhers may have 
abortions. T he Kings Image is ſometimes (tampr 
on Lead,and Natures Mint coynes Monſters. Ag 
this Oſtraciſm proves the Univerſity a true Athens, 
ſo ſome A poſtates make her a Heaven. 
Fam ſeges eſt, ubt Troja fuit. 

The Epicaph on Mr. Fohn Cleaveland. 

\Y Ho with true fire a Fuſt Poetick rage 
Did ſcourge the Furtes of this curſed Age 

Who with a ſingle thruſt of Rapier'd Wit 
Made Tyrant, Traytor, Kirk, and Scot ſubmit : 
In ſpight of Fate though our great wits have ſaid, 
The Nine with his Muſe liy'd, with him are dead. 
He's rais'd aloft from his immortal Urn, 
His Conſtellated Zeal afreſh doth burn, 
With his Revengeful Torch, looks from his ſphere, 
Still darts Satyrick, Quills that ſtab vice here, 
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FINIS. 


Books to be ſold by Naib, Brook, az sbe Angel in Coribil, 


F* glands Worthics; forty ſeven ſele& Lives of the moſt 
Eminent Perſons from Conftantine the Great, to the 
death of Oliver Cromwel late ProteRor, A moſt exccllent 
Piece. By Will, Winſtanley, Gent, 
Loveday's Letters, Domeſtick and Forreign, upon Philo- 
ſophical, Hiſtorical, and Moral SubjcRs. Fic for all ſorts 
ot perſons, | 
e Scales of Commerce and Trade, a Bock very uſe- 
ful for Mercbancs and T radeſmen.By Tho, Wilsford,Gents 


